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SONS 


BEAR-GOD 



The harsli sun of the Buryat ilawn 
prodded among the coverts of fir and 
cedar with bloody lance-points of 
light. In the brown forest aisles, 
they cau|ht the glitter of other 
lances, man-made and tijrad with 
iron. They struck aaXBs the sweat- 
sheened rumps of shaggy ponies, 
the yellow greased faces of the 
horsemen. A great, ragged line of 
them loped abreast up the swelling 
slope cl the Yablonoi hills, wild- 
liaired raiders of the Kara-korum. 
of the outlands of Chin — Mongols. 

Hoofs beat out a muted rhythm 
to the vibrant boom-boon boon-di- 
boom of the kettle drums, the claah- 

a of braacn cymbaJs, Shrill shouts 
td and a brown dust curled up 
between the columnar trees, silted 
among the dark-green neo^es. Close 
to the crest of the ridge, the center 
of the mile-long line slowed while 
horns swept forward, galloping 


and the drums roared 
rhythm ; there was frensy 
clangor of the cymbals. 

Ahead of the twin horns of tl 
Mongol charge, the forest thinnetl ( 
a narrow beach . of underbrusl 
Beyond that was the sea of Burynt- 
a deep sea of plumed and wavir 
grass, brilliant with the blooms < 
peonies and burning poppies. E 
nigh and rank it sto^ that a ma 
on horseback would seem but ha 


the 


The stench of it crawled into the 
forest beneath the rich warm scent of 
sunning balsam, and it was dank and 
rotten and nauseous with death and 
the threat of death. The ponies 
caught it with quivering nostrils and 

t awed the forest mold with unshod 
oofs, tossed their heads and snorted. 
The men sucked it in through broad, 
flattened noses and they peered for 
reassurance toward fellow riders and, 
secretly, they twisted calloused 
fingers in the protective sign of the 


jrard 

1 nasal, high-ptchcd calls ran 
along the forest aisles. 

“We have the Red One now! ” 

"If our good anows find him not, 
the spirits of the devil-grass will 
avenge our blood I" 

"Aye ! The ianas of the grass 
will strangle the Red One !" 

Halfway between the death at the 
iron-tipped arrows and the death 
that stank in the devil-grass, the Red 
One crouched be^d a thicket of 

of his fierce fire-red beard. He swore 
in Greek and Latin and Mongol, and 
again rapped out a curse in the 
gittural knguage of Chin or far-off 

Accursed ape-thing,''he^nibled 
at the twisted small man who 
hunkered down heside him. “Are 
your monkey hands too feeble to 
snap off the arrow ? Then yank it 
through my arm, hair and ail I Ah, 
to Ahriman with these treacherous 
Mongol curs I" 

He held out his left arm rigidly and 
the iron tip of a Mongol arrow, to- 
gether witli half its shaft, stood out 
from the thews of an arm thick as 
the thigh of a Mongol pony. His 
bronzeci body was naked to the 
breechclout and on chest and thigh 
and shoulder the fiery hairs bristled 
like individual flames in the sunlight 
— each with its separate defianeg of 
the hovering death. He set his 
cronching thighs against the puU of 
the arrow and his muscles looked like 
gnarled oak roots thrusting up 
through forest-mold. The hands of 
his small companion trembled on 
the arrow and his pendulous lips 
quivered. The racing hooibeats of 
foe charging Mongol ponies were 
scarce a bowshot away. The drums 
were hysterical. 

“Nay. oi what use to draw the 
arrow. Wan Tengri?" he mumbled. 
“We are dead men I These Mongols 
whom you call your blood brothers 
are behind us— 


“Ahriman's curse noon Ihc Irea- 
cherous dogs ] I hold up empty 
hands in friendship and they answer 

" — and before us,” qim'ered the 
meager, twisted man, "are the spirits 
of the devil-grass !" 


The rep giant wrenched his arm 
from the other’s fumbling hands. 
"Phagh I You wizards are a sorry 
lot to fear the magic you make l’’ 
His voice rumbled in the tun of his 
chest. He set his blunt hairy fingers 
upon the head of the arrow. “I make 
a magic of my own, with sword and 
bow, but do 1 fear them ? Ha, not 
Praster John I" The arrow tore 
through the flesh and the blood 
spurted, bat his gray eyes bored into 
the beady gaze of the small wizard. 
"These Mongols make a mwe of 
sorts, and sorcerers, wilt they 

The small wizarl shivered and 
backed as far away as the cover of 
the thorn bush would permit. His 
dirty clothing was in rags and on 
his ridged skull the sweat had 
plastered bis mouse<olored hair flat. 

"Nay I" he protested shrilly. "I 
fled TarKhI with thee I I dared and 
helped thee slay my fellow wizards, 
but I will not enter the devil-grass 1" 

"Then die here !" Wan Tengri 
laughed. "As for me, it matters not 
whether it be Mongol iron or devil's 
spclb. Nay, I have bested a few 
devils in my time, and I would 
rather face those than a Mongol 


"Better to die here, mercifully, under 
the arrows of the Mongols I" he 
moaned. "Even the anim al trails 
turn back from the edge of the devil 
grass I" 

Wan Tengri snatched a handful of 
grass and pound it into Ids bleeding 
wound. '“Why then, small animaT, 
find your burrow and dig into it I" he 
grinned. "As for me, t shall slit a 


SONS OF THE 


few Mongol bellies to sharpen my 
steel — and then try it out on the 
grass-devils ! Away with you, 
l^urtai, and make your peace with 
the spirits of the sea of Buryat. May- 
hap they will welcome you as a fellow 
dark creature of evil, small twisted 
soulless thing 1” 

Wan Tengri flung back his fiery 
head and leaped erect behind the 
thorn bush, and his laughter strained 
rough^ at his throat. "Ho, thou 
sons ornoseless mothers I" he boomed 
at the Mongols. "Ho, thou lumps of 
offal I Dung of a bumpless camel I 
Come and meet thy death, at the 

of Prester John are thirsty I " 

He bent bis great bow of horn and 

gut from a beast bis own hands had 
slain. It was twice the size of the 
Mongol bows, better suited to the 
might of the broad shoulders of 
Prester John, who in the Mongol 
tonguewasWan Tengri. Themuscles 
of his back writhed like serpents, 
and his first long arrow snored 
through the air. 

A Mongol rider shouted shrilly and 
dodged behind the neck of his horse, 
but Wan Tengri had sped his arrow 
with shrewd foreknowledge of that 
trick. Tlirough bone and gristle of 

only its hair-tufted butt remained to 
flirt in the wind, but its iron point 

so that dying scream of horse and 
man rose thinly together in the 
harsh light of the dawn sun. 

"Howl sweet, Mongol dog 1" 
shouted Wan Tengri, with great 
laughter. "Methinks thy horse has 
tie better voice 1" 

Two heartbeats apart sped the 
great war arrows and Wan Tengri’s 
mocking battle laughter sounded 
deeply abovo the thunder of charging 
hoofs. The answering, slighter ar- 
rows of the Mongols humm^ toward 
him, hut he was never still for 

snap a bowstring. He was a dancing 


target, a lithe living thing of bronze 
that slew and laughed and slew 
again. He plucked a requiem on 
that single swng, and its f)ass note 
wrung screams from the horsemen. 
Four more saddles were emptied, 
then the whistle of Mongol arrows 
was suddenly still, and Wan Tengri 
pivoted, wary as a cat, to learn tTie 


Close bdind him, two Mongols 
charged side by side, and their lances 
reached hungrily for his broad chest I 
No time to notch an arrow to the 

« eat bow. It flew from Wan 
engii’s hands and be leaped mighty, 
cleared the thorn bush in a single 
reaching stride, and as he hurtled 


about the comforting heavy T 
of his long curved sword. It whined 
hungrily from its sheath — hut the 
lances came after him. The Mongol 
horses reared high with blood in 
their flaring Dostrib, sharp, small 
forefeet striking. Past their necks, 
he could see the bitter glisten of the 
spearmen's eyes above high, greased 
cheekbones, squat faces beneath high 
conical hats of felt. And Wan 
Tengri’s teeth showed white and 
mockii^ through the thicket of hb 
red beard, and the sword, hissing 
from its sheath, whirled in hb hand 


The point sheared from a lance and 
cut its glittering arc through the air ; 
the blunted stafl reached past Wan 
Tengri's shoulder. His left hand 
clamped home upon the second lance, 
thrust it past his side with a savage 
wrench, and his sword was reaching 
forward. Its keen, curved edge 
caressed an outstretched arm — and 

rider screamed and fled, and Wan 
Tengri leaped across the thorn bush 
while the second cursing Mongol 
whirled hb rearing mount and tugged 


"Nay, 1 


in its sheath. Mon- 


UNKNOWN 


gol," Won Tongii mocked him. "It 
will do you do good I" 

HU left hand slipped up to kaot in 
the pony’s mane. And Wan Tenari 
vaulted toward the saddle with his 
sword-poiut sweroing before him ! 
The Mongol’s blade leaped clear, and 
a ay , high and voiceless with despair, 
tote from his throat- Even as he 
flashed the short sword high to strike, 
the curve of Wan Tengri's blade 
caught beneath his chin ; and the 
shock of Wan Tengri’s vault drove 
his body from the .saddle. But the 
scream died in mid-note, and when 
the Mongol struck earth, his head 
rolled separately on the g^ay earth. 

Wan Tengn shouted, and his 
sword wliipp^ downward to catch 
' ' ■ ’ id send it flying into the 

Mongol cha^e. 


faces of th 
■'Credit 


! for I 


eameJs 1" he shouted. "Surely, ni 
1 am the best player of poh-lo among 

Once more be stooped as he drove 
the pony hard toward the devil- 
grass anS rose with bow in his hand, 
and afterward his arrows snored 
again. Wan Tengri’s long legs 
scorned the stirrups and his skin- 
clad feet tore through the thorn 
bush. He rolled his head with its 
blazing hair, from side to side, and 
shoutM whiie he wed death among 
the Mongols— Colossus astride a 
horse. The blood dabbling his arm 
and side was incongruous, as ii this 
fighting man of bronze and flame 
were more than human, as if death 
itself must turn aside its swift sword 
from Ids resUtant flesh. 

Wan Tengri swung a hand high 
in sdiite and his li|)s twisted in a 

arena at Alexandria, ^alf acrc« the 
world from here, he had cried so 
to the waiting crowds, to shrink- 
ing foes, "fleiraHif/ir«rei;/'’ But 
it had been "Hidl'’ lor Wan Tengri, 
and ’’Farewell'' for many, many 
others, and eo the blo^thiaty 
Alexandrian crowds had given him 


the name which Mongols translated 
into their own tongue, and with 
respect. For the hurricane of their 
narrow seas, the Alexandrians had 
named him, for the lightning-slash- 
ing black firesler that could smash 
their swift galleys to matchwood ; 
named him Prester John for his 
word that struck like lightning, and 
for his furious battle rages that 
nothing could check. And to the 
Mongols, he was John of the Wind 
Devils: Wan Tengri 1 


Like a hurricane, he had burst the 
Mongol charge and now he raced to- 
ward the doubtful safety of this 
enchanted sea of grass, and ahead of 
him small Bourtai leaped high in 
desperate flight, his back-atarmg 
face loose with terror. Stooping 
to drive his great list into the mllnr 
ol Bourtai’s rags, Wan Tengri stared 
beyond where the lush rank green- 
ness of the devil-grass waited, wav- 
ing small deceitful arms in invita- 
tion, Above the salt sweetness of 
his own salt blood. Wan Tengri 
could sense the solid tentacles of the 
giass-stench reach out to wrap 
about him, and the defiance of his 
final, "Avc el uaie/" was half of the 
mystery and the menace that waited 
there. 

Bodily, be lifted small Bourtai 
with his great fist so that he boosted 
the wUard along in great, soaring 
bounds and Bourtai's voice wailed 
high, chanting a litany of gods and 
devils, heseeching now the Tengri, 
now the cruel altars of Ahrimari, 
and at last the new god whom Wan 
Tengri worshiped : Christos. Wan 
Tengri laughed and heard the thud 
of arrow into flesh, felt the start of 
muscles between his knees as iron 
struck to the vitals of his horse. 
Wan Tengri leaped clear, landed 
running, and still he borated 
Boiutai along so that his flailing 
feet scarcely touched the earth. 

"Up, mighty warrior I" Wan 
Tengri bellowed. "Cover the earth 


with thy magic, ten-cuhlt strides t 
Mutter tliy prayers to the devils of 
the Buryat ^tass I It is time t” 

It was time and Wan Tengri’s 
eyes were cold and wary upon the 
lushness of the grass. The guttcrine 
whine of Mongol arrows was all 
about him, plucking past to hick 
out of sight in the green wall ahead. 
A poppy head leaped high under 
the slash of an iron tip and dropped 
limply. The grass threshed and 
wavered like a sulleciog, living thing 
— and pain slashed through Wan 
Tengri’s right calf. An arrow— 
Wan Tea^ stumbled aud a curse 
sprang to ms lips. With a rolling 
heave of his shoulders, he flung 
Bourtai in a high, sprawling curve 
toward the gross, Legs and arms 
clawed at the thinness of air and a 
scream lifted — and the grass swal- 
lowed Bourtai. One more great 
stride Wan Tengri took and then he 
bounded high as if he leaped a 
Koman fosse. His feet just cleared 
the green ^earpoirits at the ^e of 

stabbed ahead and as far as the eye 
could reach, there was only the wav- 
ing swaying grass, the brilliant 
splotches of bloom. 'Then ropelike 
threads whipped about his ankles 
and snapped ; trailing edges slashed 
bis flesh hke miniature swords, The 
green sea rushed up about him, 
dosed over bis bead. His thin- 
booted feet plunged deep into the 
slimy cold of the earth and he 
pitched forward. 

Wrist-deep, bis hands plunged into 
the ground. His fingers tore the 

S fiber of roots, cutting and snake 
and the stench of decay eddied 
VP to deg his nostrils. He pushed 
to his feet, swearing, dragging muddy 
palms across' his thighs, feeling the 

E uU of the iron in his muscles as 
e flung toward where Bourtai had 
fallen. Bourtai was huddled on his 
knees and muddy hands were clasped 
about his ridged skull. 

"Up, monkey-face." Wan Tengri 
growled, but not ungently. "Your 


C -devils will be here as well as 
into this stink-faole — and 
farther on. the Mongol arrows cannot 

He dragged Bourtai up and limped 
as be pushed on, sliouldering a way 
between the dose reeds with their 
waiting, dangling knife blades. A 
Mongol lance slatted past and buried 
half its length in the muck ; arrows 
rustled like snakes hut there wa.s no 
crash of Mo^ol ponies charging 
into the sea. tneir higher shouting, 
the mounting fury of tte drums told 
him the cbargehadchecked. Grimly, 
Wan Tengri pressed on, stepping on 
the grass-dumps where thick roots 
made firmer fooling. His belly 
writhed with the stench, and Bourtai 
cringed against his side. Overhead, 
the dawn-wind was stirring and little 
waves of movement ran through tlie 
grass with a harsh, metallic whisper- 
ing. His feet made wet, sucking 

"Come, thou Lon of valor," he 
gTMblcd at Bourtai, "Come, my 
prince among wizards. You have 
called enou^ gods to guard us 
through ten thousand seas of 
Buryat I Now weave us a spell or 
two to confound these Mongols 
before they think to set fire to our 

and courage enough to weave a sp^l, 
eh. thou tiger among men ?" 

Bourtai’s head twisted up and his 
ines were venomous as a snake's. 
Tne dagger in his fist had its 
point turned outward — tovmrd Wan 
t'engri's belly ! Bourtai said noth- 
ing at all, but his yellow teeth 
showed under a shrinking lip and 
Wan Tengri moved a pace away, 
his hand near the hilt of the sword 
that curved nakedly against his 
thigh. He grinned wanly, teeth 
fiasliing through the thicket of his 
red beard. 

"So my apeling shows his teeth ? ” 
he saidsoftly. "Mayhap I saved thy 
worthless and filthy neck to slit with 

^'See to thy own 1" Bourtai whis- 


UNKNOWN 


certain a^ that has the fangs of a 

Ttanigh the time a high-shot 
arrow might take to reach its mark, 
the two men stared into each other’s 
eyes, and there was no wavering in 
either. Presently though, Bourtai 
nodded as if what he saw satisfied 
him, and he turned his back upon 
Wan Tengri and crouched to draw 
certain needful things from the 
recesses of his rags. Wan Tengri’s 
smile widened, and there was laugh- 
ter in his gray eyes— laughter and 
aflectian. Now Bonrtai was himself 


Wan Tengri turned warily and 
everywhere the close-pressing green 
walls blocked his vision. The slim 
reeds pressed cold against his thighs 
and back, swayed aside to his advance 
and pressed close ^in. Truly, a 
very abode of devUs I SeowUng, 
Wan Tengri stooped to free the 
arrow from his leg, His left arm was 
stifiening and he became aware of 
the dose heat of their covert, of the 
doud of stingily gnats dancing before 
his eyes, clustering about his wounds. 
He swore and dai^d mud upon calf 
and arm, dried Iiis hands on grass 
before he wrung the sweat from his 
beard. The sun was higher now. 
’The heat struck straight down. 

Above the rustle of the ^ss, the 
wailing minor chant of ^urfai’s 
incantations was scarcely audible 
and Wan Tengri only half listened, 
his ears probing for danger in the 
fastnessaWhm. Hishandmoved 
to the bit of the True Cross about 
his throat. Phaghl What had he, 
a follower of Christos, to fear from 
devils I Had he not prevailed over 
all the wiiards of Turgohl — with, of 
course, the hdp of his good sword and 
his own good brain— all the witards 
of Turgohl save only one 7 
*■ nt, he thoi^ht long- 


roaster there foe a day. and if he had 
taken the princess to wife — But 

re 

though ; by her magic, she had 
stripped him of jewels and gold, and 
even of clothing, and her spells and 
her horsemen had harried him from 
the shores of bright, blue BaikuL 
There was no turning back, not to 
Turgohl where the shrewish princess 
waited with her vengeful spe^ : not 
to the Mongol tribes turned suddenly 
hostile where once they had broken 
the arrow in blood brotfierbood ; nor 
to Chin where he had stolen the 
favorite concubine of the Dragon 
Emperor of Khitai ; nor to Hind or 
’’ • There, too, the ai 




i-for Prester John I 
John chuckled in his beard. 


Prester, 

There was no way lor 
ward. Yet how else should a soldier 
and a conqueror move ? It was well. 
Somewhere, he would find the city 
and the empire be would carve from 
these heathen wQds, and there would 
be riches and princesses, less waspish 
than she of Turgohl, Herouldsend 
his golden tribute back to tbe altars 


.. - .. —j CTass are warn 
arid Prester John is not a m 
to disappoint even a demon when he 
wants battle." 

Bourtai's voice came petulantly. 
’Other wizards fight my ^wlla. I 


■' ’Tis thy 


;oat-5tink, 


thy spells 1 The 
Mongols could have burned us long 
ago, and — Ah 1 Is this thy s^llj 
Bourtai 7" 

As he spoke, darkness clustered 
above the tops of the grass and 
pressed down upon Wan Tengri’s 
bead, a darkness like dry, bbek fog, 
and through it Bourtai’s voice came 
more strongly, taunting. 

’’Flee, Mongols I" he howled. 


'Tlee from the spirits of the devil- 
grass I Flee before the Great Bear 
of Heaven devonrs you I" 

Wan Tengri swore and his fingers 
pressed the bit of the True Cross 
against bis flesh — and his sword 
whined from its sheath. A high wali 
lifted from the distant shore where 


the Mongols lay in wait, and after- 
ward the har5, fast pounding of 
horses' hoofs, dwindling into the 
distance, laboring up the slopes of 
the Yablonoi and pelting down again 
toward the desert of the Black 
Sands, toward Kara-Korum where 
they were at home. And Bourtai 



UNKNOWN 


^ggled !□ the darkness beside Wan 

Tcngii- 

"1 conld slit thy belly wide now. 
thou bulk I" he whispered. "Mock 
my spells, will you 1" 

" ’Ware my sword's edge,” Wan 
Tengri rasp^ into the darkness. 
"It hath eyes, and it has drunk only 
lightly today I Lift this accursed 
fog o! thine lest the devils come on 
us unaware 1" His band shot into 
the darkness and grasped the stringy 
neck of Bourtai, dragged him close 
under the crushing power of his 

"Nay, Wan Tengri," Bourtai 
whined- "My spells are too strong 
to be broken in on instant. Let us 
hasten back to the friendly hills. 
The Mongols will not retnm, for the 
Heaven-Bear hounds them to the 
veiy doors nf the khan's yu«. And 
I like not this gr - - " ■ 

I smell devils T 
"I have snified 1 


t this grass. I tell you that 

evib I*’ 


Wan Tengri agreed cheerfully. ' 'Yet 
there is no safety in the hills for us. 
The Mongols will return, and the 
horsemen of the yellow witch of 
Turgohl. And behmd them are the 
wizards of Kasimer and the sword- 
bladod lances of the men of Chin. 
So it is forward, small Bourtai, 
before my wounds stiSen and the 


Bourtai’s voice was a whfeper- 
"But the spirils of the devil-grass, 
master I "They are near. My 
wizard’s bones foel them near I" 
Wan Tengri made a low rumbling 
sound in bis throat, but no other 
answer. Bourtai could make the 
hair lift on his neck like a wolf’s, 
and in truth there was a certain ftel 
to the air. Phaghl It was the 
miasma of the fen. 

"Back to thy safe shores then, 
monkey-face," he CTowled. "Prester 

John goes forward and, as for devils 
— never yet have 1 found a throat 
my good steel could not slit I " 


Hh took a tong, slow stride for- 
ward and another and Bourtai yelped 


and scuttled to his side and there- 
alter bounded, whimpering, from 
grass-tuft to grass-tuft as Wan 
Tengri stalked on, deeper into the 
sea of Buryat, into the metallic 
whispering of the grass where the 
very earth opened wet mouths to 
drag back his feet. The gnats drank 
As bestrode, the dry fog 




hrough. 1 
rnunds nag 


se heat of the su 
e crawling pain of his 
: nagged, at him, but his solid 
ups made a stubborn line and a 
scowl sat on his forehead. Bourtai 
chattered at his side, or skipped 
ahead, moving sidewise like a crab, 
to peer up into the fiercely bearded 
face of Wan Tengri. 

"Master, tliey say that the sea of 
Buryat stretches to the edge of the 
world. They ay that unspeakable 


i live there i 
topple the unwary off into sf 
The Heaven-Bear and the Ser 
who supports the arth lie in w 


to 


Wan Tengri spat with dry lips. 
"In Egypt, they told me the edge of 
the world was beyond Java, and in 
Java, they said beyond Chin, and in 
Chin they said the great sea beyond 
Nippon poured into the cavern be- 
neath the eartli. Now I have been 
to those places and always the edge 
of the earth \vas beyond- And l)^ 
yond this Buryat sea of thine, ape- 
ling, we will find people who will say 
the edge of the world is farther on.’’ 

"Thou knowest, master," Bourtai 
spoke humbly, but with a curious 
light in his black eyes. "Yet, there 
are the spirits of the devil-grass I" 

Wan Tengri laughed shortly. 
"They strangle the unwary, ell, 
monkey-face ? Well, it takes a time 
to die of strangling, unless — unless 
they have the skill of those Tuggees 
of the Hind who know a certain skill- 
fu! twist that snaps the spine I Nay, 
but that is not strangling, and in the 


time it takes to die so, a man may 
do things with his good sword t" 
"Yet will I make a spell or two," 
Bourtai motterad. He scuttled a 
short spear-cast ahead, dagger in his 
fist ami Wan Tengri saw him stiffen 
to his full height and throw both 
hands high above his head and begin 
to struggle. Nay, he danced on air, 
struggling, and he uttered no sound 
at u but both his hands tore 
pfesently at hus throat 1 


II. 


The roab of anger, of challenge, 
that burst from Wan Tengri's throat 
was the fury of a wounded tiger. 
There was a thin shriek as his sword 
leaped from its sheath and he was 
bounding forward through the thicket 
of the grass, If there was fear in 
his belly for these grass-devUs, it was 
transmuted to raec. His teeth 
flashed fiercely in me covert of his 


Three great strides took him to 
where Bourtai struggled and sa^ed 
toward the fluid earth, but Wan 
Tengri did not pause. His left arm 
damped about ^urtai’s thin, ragged 
body as he leaped past and twice 
more he bounded forward before he 
dropped the limp body and whirled 
on guard- About him, nothing 
moved save for the liiss and whisper 
of the wind-blown grass, the rattle of 
the reeds shivering from his passage. 
He whipped his eyes down to Bour- 


blue of strangulation, 
gled and his tongue tt 
there was nothing at all about hU 


1 eyes gog- 


pered. "These ai _ 

He stooped and with the pressure 
of bis hand compre^d Bourtoi's 
cheat, released it and thrust again. 
Bourtai's head rolled. He swallowed 
dryly. 

"fla I" Wan Tengri shouted. He 


straightened, to strain Ids eyes at the 
thin green walls about him. Reeds 
behind reeds and between resds ; 
little corridore that pinched off just 
when the eye was be^nning to reach. 
Movement — by Ahnman. there was 
movement everywhere 1 With a 
hoarse shout. Wan Tengri leaped for- 
ward. His sword slashed and thrust 
at the greenness as if it were a human. 
Hiring foe. He sprang aade, cut 
again. From a thick clump, a Httle 
patch of fog leaped toward his face, 
but Wan Tengri was moving too fast 
to feel more than a trailing wetness 
across his shoulder as it went past 

he tried to force out would not come I 
He coughed thickly, but cliarged on. 

Wan Tenm leaped at the reed 
clump and his sword ate into it, 
through it, and there was nothing 
there. He laid the grass in swathes 
like sickled grain and hacked on in a 

Bourtai. Anotherpateboifog— Wan 
Tengri sprang past it with a lifting 
cryof challenge in bis throat and, like 
an echo of it, a wailing cry soared 
from the thick greenness ahead. 

stabbed like pain througif th^ skull 
and it faded upward until Wan 
Tengri coold hear it no longer, and 
still his eardrums ached with the 

For a apace of heartbeats. Wan 
Tengri stood transfixed and a touch 
of coldness rac along his spane. He 
wes hearing it now, hearing the very 

fuiions oath, l^^Teogri hurled him- 
self toward the spot from which the 
sound had Ufted, and once more he 
found nothingness. He thought that 
it might be a lure to drag hun from 
Bourtai's feeble side and he whirled 
and raced back. But Bourtai still lay 
there, stirring weakly, and Wan Ten- 
gri widened tlie circle of safety about 
them, cut reeds with his valiant 
sword until the sweat made rivulets 
down his sides, until his whole body 

gUstened. 
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Thi$ was no madnes*, no tliought- 
less fury. If there were human 
enemies near, he wanted the sight of 
them, clear before his rage-injected 
ejfes. He would see then what the 
bow and steel of Prester John could 
do I If they were devils — why, they 
must have some shape for a man to 


Wa» Tinori paused at last m the 
^dle clearing he ^d made. 

he dragged it across his thigh, while 
his deep breathing snorted cat 
through widened nostrils. His eyes 
combed fiercely about and be threw 
words like stones at Bourtai, 

"What was done to thee, small 
one ?’’ he asked ronghly. ’’Who 
struck thee down and strangled thee 
without rope ?" 

Bourtai's voice was a hoarse croak, 
"Nay, master." he whispered. "I 
cannot say. Something like a hand- 
ful of fog — struck across my face. 
It . . . smelled. And afterward, I 
could not breathe I Enchantment, 
master, the spells of the spirits of 
Bruyat I" 

"Ah t To Shitan with them 1 Let 
them come out and fight I" Wan 
Tengri lifted the glitter of his sword- 
blade and his arm quivered with the 
eagerness of his muscles, " Come, 
you skulking devils I Throw your 
demon's fog at me 1" 

His voice ring off flatly into the 
empty distances and there was no 

of that thin, hurting wail, though he 
waited long, Presently, his sword 
arm dropped like a loosened beam 
and a stubborn set came to the 
breadth of bis shoulders, pulled his 
fiery head stiffly forward. 

"Can you walk, comrade ?■' he 
asked thickly, 

"Let us rest here a while, 0 Wan 
Tengri," Bourtai quavered. 

Wan Tengri’s nostrils sucked wide, 
"Then will I cany you, small parcel," 
he said, and liU voice deepened. 


battle with Prester John. Needs 

Bourtai wailed, but Wan Tengri 
lifted him with a quick surge of loin 
and back, set the small wizard upon 
his left shoulder. "Now then," he 
said grimly, "do you keep watch, 
ff any small paten of fc^ raise its 
head, why — spit at it I" 

Bourtai’s hand trembled where it 
twisted in Wan Tengri’s hair, "‘rhere 
is a small clearing ahead, master,'’ 
he croaked. "A clearing in which 
two men might lie side by side, and 
I think two men lie there, for I see 
the white peak of a Mongol's hat, 
and the yellow and black of another 
who wears a tiger’s hide I" 

Wan Tengri eased him to the earth. 
"Yet I thought that Mongols feared 
these devils !” 

"I think, master, tliat they do 
w^." whispered Bourtai, "I think 
this man shoiiid have feared them, 
too. I think that he and Jus fellow 
are dead I" 

Wan Tengri stood rock-still, listen- 
ing to the hammering of his heart and 
the monotonous whine of the wind. 
Presently he crept toward the spot 
that Bourtai had pointed to and 
now, by stealth, he lifted his feet 
soundlessly from the suck of the 
mud. and no reed cracked under his 
tread. He wriggled his great body 
between the slim bodies of the grass 
and their leaves scarce made a rustle 
so that, in a little while, he stood on 
the verge of the clearing that Bourtai 
liad seen and a wideness stretched 
bis eyes and a quiver ran through all 
his tensely, waiting body. He stood 
so long that he was aware Bourtai 
had moved to his side and, after- 
ward, they both stared at what was 
in the clearing. It was as Bourtai 
had said. There was a Mongol here 
and his fellow wore the tawny, 
striped hide of a tiger. His fellow 
was a tiger, and the beast’s mask, 
like the man’s face, showed the dis- 
tortion, the popping ^os and out- 
tlirust tongue of those who die by 


stnuigulation. About the throat of 
each was twisted a siogle, feeble hlaile 
of grass 1 Just one blade of grass, 
^t a tierce vnmor and a fiercer beast 

The reeds seemed to creep nearer 
while Wan Tengri stood at gaze. 
Even the ceaseless breeze had died, 
and there was no sound at all save 
the rasping thrust of his own breath 
and, presently, the babbled incanla- 

faere. crawling secretly. Man and 


dongol 


of tl 


a wanung, or p 




i trap I 
md his 


nostrils arched. Ther. , .... 

fen stench. Wan Tengri rolled his 
shoulders, and lorced uughter into 
bis throat. 

"1 tahB this kindly of the grass- 
devils," he rumbled. "Here is a 
cloak that 1 need and other clothing 
that win fit thee, if not my girth, 


pmte thanks for this oaring ^rom 
tlw ^pTiss-devils, to John, whom the 

Nevertheless, it was only slowly 
that Wan Tengri moved forward into 

recently living, lay dead with no 
more than a thread of grass about 
their throats to choke out the furious 
life. 

"Mpter," whis^red Bourtai, "it 

will relent 1" ^ ^ 

But Wan Tengri was smiling and 
his answer came cheerily, "Why, as 
to that, there is death behind as well 
as ahead, and at least what lies ahead 
will be new 1 There must be wealth 
there since the grass-devils defend it 

our thieving fingers sbonld stick to 
some little share of it I So, pick up 


ihy coun^e, and thy buttocks, my 
wieard-thief, and do thy share of 
taking this loot that the grass-devils 


So Wan Tbkcri bent to his task 
on the carcass of the tiger and at 
first Bourtai jabbered out his feats 
in his cackling, complaining monkey 
voice. Presently, he bent over the 
Mongol and began to strip off his 
clothing and weapons. Meat closed 
in upon them and the direct glare of 
the overhead sun and the day wheeled 
on to mid-day. The blood-stench of 
the tiger brought a myriad flies and 
ants and small armored crayfish 
crawled out of the reetls and vultures 
that began to swing against the 
brassy sky, dropped lower, lower. 
But of the grass-devils there was no 
sign at all, as if an armistice had 
bMn declared here in this clearing 
in the grass. An armistice, but no 

Wan Tengri kept stubbornly at 
his work while the sweat broke the 
dam of his thick brows and blinded 
him — and the hours sped. His hands 
and thick forearms were slimed. 
And he kept on— and after a long 
while flung the tiger’s hide acroM 
the tops of the yielding reeds to 
stiffen in the sun, and used the keen 
eto of his dagger to cleanse himself. 
Stni there was brooding in the down- 
drawn line of bis brows. It gave way 
at length to a hint of a grin, and he 
began to hnm vibrantly through his 
nose. Bourtai gazed at him with 
bright unblinking eyes and sidled 

"The wind-devUs have told thee a 
hidden thing, master." His voice 
insinuated a qaestion. "Do they 
tell you where we find safely ?" 

Wan Tengri snorted his laughter. 
"Why, small wizard, at the eijge of 
tlie world 1" He caught up the 
Mongol’s lance and snapped its stout 
shaft with his two hands, squatted 
and. laying across it two arrows from 
which Ke removed the tips, he used 
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tiger sinew to bind them in to a frame- 
work. Bourtai rocked on his hunkm 
working ban toes in the muck. 

"And will there be — wealth at the 
edge of the world, master ?" 

Wan Tengri made his brows scowl, 
while laughter lurked in his eyes. 
"Call in tny own weak godlings lor 
prophecy, ape-face. Mine have told 
me what they have, and yoo will 
learn of it when I teH you. And 
yet — " He paused and his gray eyes 


orb of the so 
This will ! 


An 


My ti 




seed shall outlive a hundred-hundred 

^ Bourtai showed his yellowed teeth 
in a skeptic grin, " M^lf am more 
interested in tomorrow, thou wind- 
devil. and the filling of my belly I” 
Wan Tengri asked softly. "Then 

C ou douht ray prophecy, thou small 
imp of montey-dung ?" 

Bourtaj's gaze did not leave his 
and the line of his b'ps tightened. 
“Nay, great one, have I not seen 
one of these kingdoms of thine } 
Kingdom for a day I I only specu- 
late, Wan Tengri, on the precedence 
of these ten times ten thousand men. 
Eto they march before thee ? Or do 
they gallop on thy trail to separate 
that great red empty head of thine 
from thy shoulders ?" 

Wan Tengri swore and his mighty 
hand snatdied for Bourtai- -but 
found only empty air, Bonrtai had 
the Mongol's dagger in his fisc. 

"It is only that I remember. Wan 
Tengri," Bourtai said, still softly, 
"the men of Egypt and the Hind 
and Khitai and furgoh! who trail 
thee- And these wind-devils of 
thine have lately whispered to me 
a new thing also. There are march- 
ing, armomi men nearby ! They 


are within the sea of Buryat, and 
perhaps they come to bolster the 

this fong while-S** perhaps it is 
only one of thy kingdoms come to 
claim thee I" 

Wan Tengri straightened bis corded 
thighs and was on his feet, listening. 

a thing straight out. How long sinu 
did yon hear these marching men ?" 

Boentai showed his rat's teeth and 
did not answer, but his long, crooked 
toes continned to work in the mud. 
Wan Tengri eyed him steadily and 
his straining ears caught no sound. 
Abruptly, he grinned, He whipped 
out bis sword and drove it point 
down until it met solid earth, then 
bent to clamp the blade between his 
teeth. His eyes closed and his 
breathing, for the moment, stilled, 

as regular as signaling drumbeats, 
felt rather than heard on the still air 
of evening. Marching men, whose 
heavy feet kept rhythm. It was a 
sound the whole world knew and 
dreaded, marching men, soldiers in 
armor, who brought war and death. 

Wan Tengri straightened and 
wiped the sword dean on cold, stiff 
Mongol flesh, and he paid no h^ to 
the thing he did. "I think you are 
right, Bonrtai," he said softly. "It 
is one of my kingdoms come to Haim 
me. The kingdom of the grass- 
devils I" His laughter was a faint 
rumbling in his chest, and he whip- 
ped the drying tiger hide from its 
bed of reeds and began to bind it, 
with sinew and a pricking dagger 

C oint, to the framework he had 
uilt. "This is a magic shield, 
wizard." he said. "With it, I turn 
the en^antments of the grass-devils 
back upon themselves. For look yon, 
th^ cannot twice strangle the tigeri" 
"No need," Bourtai grumbled, yet 
his eyes were keen with interest. 

"Behind this," Won Tengri went 
on. steadily, "you will be safe from 
the little handful of fog that stinks 
and i-loses thy nostrils. From be- 


hind it, you will work your en- 
chantments, and perhaps speed an 
arrow or two from the Mongol's 

"But . - . thou, master ?" 

Wan Tengi threw back his head 
and laughed, and it was such laughter 
as brought cheers in the Circus at 
Alexandna. 

"Phagh I" said Wan Tengri. "Tlie 
wind-devils will drink up this hand- 
ful ol fog, and grow stronger I We 
will Inarch to meet this ku^om of 
mine, Bourtai, fori like solid ground 
beneath my feet, such earth as those 
men stride upon. When ! tell thee, 
start another of these black fogs of 
thine, Bourtai. " He scowled fiercely, 
yet his eyes were kind. "See to it, 
a^-face, you keep behind the magic 

Bourtai answered and his humility 
held no mockery. "I have seen thy 
magic. Wan Tengri Did it not 
conquer mine in Turgohl ? Mine and 
that of sue other great wizards of 
Ka^er?" 


Wam Tuncei was striding forward 
through the reeds. He held to a 
straight line and his shoulders, from 
which the Mongol's cloak of white felt 
swung sow, moved with a stiffened 
readiness and his bead, under the 
Mongol's conical white hat, was 
thrust forwud in challenge, Bourtai 
chattered behind him, and carried the 
shield of wet tiger hide in both 
reverent bands above his head. Wan 
Tengri hoped grimly that the tiger 
shieM would turn aside the death-fog 
of the grass-devfls- What was more 
important was that it would ^ve 
Bourtai the courage to work his 
small magics. The darkness of the 
fog would hide bim from the ap- 
proaching enemy, and confuse them. 
It would not hamper Wan Tengri, for 
he was but one man — and any other 
man he struck would be an enemy. 

Softly, Wan Tengri began to bum 
through bis ncee, and Bourtai'a wry 
face twisted into a grin. When the 


master was happy, things went well. 
It was tme that Wan Tet^ had 
borne nothing away from Turgohl 
because of a small squeamishness 
against cutting the thioat of the 
y^ow-haired witch, but even so he 
was the greatest warrior whom Bour- 


r know 


and he 


known the champions of the Chin, 
from Kasimer, the roof of the world, 
and from far Hind. 

Bourtai whispered, "Hy master is 
happy. My own heart is glad." 

Wan Tengri did not hear him, (or 
his ears were focused forward to 
catch the first whisper of the tread of 
marching men ; and his th^^hts 

these men. It was plain that they 
womhiped magic, and one man's 
conqu^ over a company must be 
tran^ted as magic m tlieir feeble 
brains. WanTet^rTssolidlipsspread 
and his hand struck with affection the 
hilt of his good sword of Damascus. 
Well, it was a magic Wan Tengri 
could understand, and use I They 
should take him back to their dty 
humbly, as befitted the retinue of a 

Afterward, of course, he would have 
to fight their wizards, but that was a 
thing that did not worry him too 
much. He had fought the seven 
wizards of TuiOThl ana from them lie 
had learned. Aside from a few small 
tricks like this black fog that Bourtai 
raised from thin^ he carried in his 
pouch, their services were all in a 
man's mind. If he did not beHeve in 
the hoiTora tliey conjured out of thin 
air, why, then, they were no more 
than thmair and,couldnot harm him! 

He had a transient cold memory of 
the pufi of fog that hod almost ^in 
Bourtai, then he laughed again. He 
whipped out his sword and tossed it 
high Into the air, a glittering, letliaJ 
soT^e of steel — cau^t rt by the hilt 
as it fell- Why, of course I Bourtai 
believed in grass-devils. Yet a doubt 
hngered in nis mind. Did the tiger 
then believe also ? 

Presently, the wind wafted to Wan 
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Teagri the sound be had felt with his 
teeth an hour before and still there 
was no solid ground under his feet. 
Instead, the muck was softening to 
liquid. They sloshed through puddles 
of water, and in a little while the 

? uddte3 ran all together and Wan 
eegri was knee-deep in a stagnant 
lake. But the reeds marched on, 
higher now above his head, and 
Wan Tengri knotted his brows and 
lengthened his pace, Bourtai, silent 
this long while, began to pant and 
protest querulously, 

'! madness, master," ' 




"Youca 


er fight or 


ch ground as 
tiger-thews will not help if thy" foot 
slips I” 

Wan Tengri cursed at him roughly, 
for he spoke the truth. One man may 
fight many only if he can leap to the 
attack and retreat in a single light- 
ning moment, and if a foot ^pped — 
Growing careless of sound. Wan 


What did the spladiing matter ? 
Against the hard, heavy beat of 
those marching feet, no other sound 
could rise- The dull metal ring of 
shield and sword came now with the 
pound of disciplined boots. The 
earth vibrated with it. and the reeds 
quivered. 

No wind now ; no sound save that 
stirring drumbeat of the march. So 
the lemons of Rome tmmped the 
Appian Way, iron-linked with disi^ 
line, swinging armored teg to leg. I}e 
could catch the harsh clang of a 
leader's sword hang-iang-banpiig out 
the rhythm for those feet. And still 
about Wan Tengri the water deep- 
ened and the reeds lifted toward the 
sl^. He cursed and raised his bow 
high to shield it, and liis muscles 
stretched to keep tlie heavy time of 
marching men that ct^t into his 
brain and blood. Wan 'feiigti found 
a moment to wonder at disinplined, 
marching men in a country where 
nomads rode wildly to the hysteria of 
drums that kept no rhythm at all, 


hut goaded men to madness — as the 
thudding concussion of this ma^ 
wtkS goading him. By Ahriman, had 
Rome sent its legions here } 


Wan Tengri's lips skinned back 
from his teeth and his eyes were 
buried in wrinkled slits of ifesh. No 
one man could smash the Roman 
legions. For a moment, the red 
giant wavered lo Ids forward rush, 
came to a halt with the water of the 
fen crawling hot about his thighs. 
Under frowiilng brows, he glared 
ahead, and strangely it was from the 
grass-devils that he drew courage. 
The legions oi Rome needed no m- 
cantations to bolster the force of 
their arms I Their thrusting steel 
and the 'stab of javelin, the brazen 
weight of their crushing tread would 
trample down the foe grapes in 
the press. And the earth would 


"To me. Bourtai," Wan Tengri 
said through tight lips, "Climb to 
my shoulders, and tell me whether 
these be the legions of Rome." 


Bocbtai scuttled lo his side. The 
tiger shield was half-submeiged and 
the silky tail was a trailing sneke on 
the surface. Bourtai's monkey face 
was twisted with fright. " Rome ?" 
he whispered. “Wluit is this place, 
Rome f You speak of legions 

Wan Tengri swore anS seised the 
pipe-stem, stringy arms, and even 
the movements as hs hoisted the 
wizard high upon bis shoulders were 
timed to tlie awful tread of feet. 

"Rome is mistress of the world," he 
rasped, "and her legions are shod in 
steel and blood. At their head will 
march a standard of eagles and their 
faces will be stern and Haughty with 
the pride of men who have never 
tastol defeat, for those men who 
lalter die where they stand— and only 
the victors live 1 'fell me. Bourtai,'' 




3 Wan 


imble 


IS muted in his tt . 

Bourtai, do these be men of Rome ?" 
He lifted Bourtai between his 


thick hands ss il he offered the small 
wizard as a sacrifice to high gods — 
and Bourtai’s head only topped the 
reeds. The tremors oi Bourtai's 
body ran along his arms and they, 
too, partook or that miiversal pon- 
derous rhythm. Tlie ceaseless voices 
of the gr^ were still and in all the 
world there was only that sound. 
Presently, the thinness of Bourtai’s 
voice came down to Wan Term’s 

"They march ou a raised road, 
master, but they march behind no 
eagles," be said, " and theirs are not 
the faces of conquerors but of beaten, 
frightened men l" On their heads they 
wear iron helms that hear the horns 
and tails of animals, of aurochs and 
wolf and others that I do not know, 
.^d, master, their hair is red 

ing about their shoulders, but their 
faces are without hair, and they are 

Wan Tengri swore and an incredu- 
lous light leapt into his eyes. "Their 
swords, Bourtai I" he whispered. 
"Their swords are Jong, and their 
hilts are long and they carry them 
slung over their shoulders like a 
bow I" 

"It is as you say, master," Bourtai 

downward. "Are these then meu of 
thy race, master? Is this thy 
kingdom—" 

Wan Tengri dropped Bourtai into 
his arms, eased him down into the 
water and his eyes blazed wide. 
"Only among the barbarians oi the 
Nortn," he rumbled, "are men with 
hair like mine. Sometime, I will tell 
thee a- tale — Bourtai, you tremble, I 
think," 

Bourtai was small beneath the 
might of Wan Tengri’s hand, and he 
swmlowed like a reproved child, yet 
there was a malicious shrewdness in 
Ilia eyes- "Then, master," he said, 
"you spring from a race of slaves!" 

"f/a I" Wan Tengri cried and 
Bourtai moaned nnder the sudden 
t^htening of his blunt fingers. "I 


have slit a Roman throat for less," he 
said, and there was a hisning throati- 
ncss to bis words that turned Bourtai 
livid, that colored bis dark cheeks 
greenish and sick. 

"Master, master I" he babbled. "I 
speak hut truth. Those men march 
under the lash 1 I saw the whips 
swing high and saw them bite into 
flesli, and no man resented the sting. 


And yet, master , , . and yet — " 
"Speak, thou ofW !" 

"Master, I did not see the men wlio 
swung the whips I Perhaps, Wan 
Tengri, their masters arc the devils of 
the m-ss I" 

WanTengn released Bourtai with a 
thrust that sent him reeling back- 
ward. that plunged him beneath the 
stagnant, stmking surface of the fen, 
so that he came up gasping, with 
green scum dripping from the mouse- 
colored hair — with a dagger in bis fist, 
"Now, to Ahriman and by Or- 
mazd," said Bourtai, and his voice 
wa.« a whining whisper. "That is a 
thing — " His arm whipped sideways 
and the dagger sheened through the 
air. but Wan Tenjpi brushed it aside 
like some smell, stinging gnat. 

"You keep things from me, Bour- 
tai." he rumbled. "Yoa saw more 
than that I" 

BnurtaTs teeth shone in his drip- 
ping lace, "Why, yes, thou empty- 
headed fool," he ^itl. "Ikecpsome- 
thinglnckl" He sprang backward a 
long pace and was only half-viable 
through the reeds ; another and ho 
was out of sight entirely, and his 
voice lifted tMnly from his covert. 
"Aye I Ayt I Ihou grasa-deviU ! Here 
is lie manyou seek 1" 

Wan Tengri swore at the treachery, 
but Bourtai was beyond reacb, and 
from the road a rough voice lifted in a 
tongue that Wan Tengri had never 
heard, and suddenly the heavy tramp 
of inarching feet was stilled. There 

that fell tlicif over the waving sea of 
Buryat and the fen water where Wan 
Ten^ crouched, and into that silence 
Bourtai shouted again, and it was in 
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the sani« strange tougue o( the man 
on the road, and Wan Tengri could 
not doubt what it sud. 

He rasped a fierce oath and whip- 
ped his giant bow over his head. He 
struggled to string its CTeat length 
without wetting tlie vulnerable gut 
in the thigh-deep water, and from the 
raised road where the helmed, red- 

hoard the dang of a sword o'na"^ield. 
the shout of an order. Arrows began 
to snick through the reeds and the 
marching of feet resumed, but 
time that heavy, that earth-shaking 
bead moved — toward the covert 
where Wan Tengri crouched, and 
struggled to string his bow I 


in. 

Now Wan Tengn's great bow was 
above five cubits in len^h, so that, 
stood npon the ground, :t topped his 
own mighty stature, and he was 
accustomed to rest its butt upon his 
right toe to slip the lo<m of the gut 
into its proper notch. So great was 
its strength that, with the pull of 
horn and sinew and wood, it had a 
reversed curve when unstrung and 
many a lesser man had struggled with 
all his sbength merely to attach the 
gut. Now. thigh deep in water. Wan 
Tengri must string bis bow — yet keep 
the mt dry. 

Through aspace of heartbeats while 
the sear^i^ arrows of the unseen 
warriors whined hungrily through the 
reeds, while the heavy tread of the 
onmardiing force broke from the 
steadiness of solid land and to 

slosh through water, Wan Tengri 
considered his bow. Then he braced 
the unstrung tip against his hip bone 
and looped the gut about right hand, 
for tlie bow itself was beyond the 
reach of even his long, powerful arm. 
And then, by the cutmig gut wrapped 
about his hand. Wan Tengri — bent 
the how ! Sweat sprang out on his 
temples, and the swelling veins 


writhed there like small purple ser- 
pents, but the bow bent enough, and 
mote than enough to allow for that 
!o^ of gut about his mighty fist. He 

tmsted his hand and the bow snapped 
into shape, the string muberea a 
faint, twanging note, like the warning 
snarl in the throat of a cornered beast. 

Wan Tengri's sword leaped from 
its sheath and a single sweeping slash 
cleared away the i^s from around 
lilm. An arrow leaped from bis 
quiver and notched to the gut and the 
battle laughter of Prestec Jishn roared 
from his lips- It was in the tongue he 
had learned from a fiery-tressed 
mother, long ago dead and gone to 
her gods, that Wan Tengri shouted 
his challenge to the still unseen 
enemy. And he spoke to the red- 
hairea slaves. 

"Ho. thou men of fire and valor, 
will you fight for slave-masters ? 
Then come and find your death at the 
hands of a bolder brother, for to-day 
you battle against Amisiric, son of 
Aimraica, of the tribe and llie fame of 
Scythia. Ho, if you be Goths, come 
and meet your death like men I" 

Under the beat of Wan Tengri's 
voice, the rustle of arrows fainted and 
died and wondering shouts answered 
in a tongue he knew and yet did not 
know. It was the tongue bis mother 
had taught him, and yet there was a 
strange and rou^ened difiercnce that 
he could not gauge. And Wan Tengri 
heard a thing which ackened him. 

He beard the crack of biting whips 
and tbelr thud into living fii^, and 
be beard once more the gabble of the 
tongue in which Bourtii had cried 

that Wan Tengri bent his titan's bow, 
and when his arrow tore its separate 
tunnel through the air, it sped toward 
the sound of the whip and the voice of 

headed race I There was a strangled 
scream to answer the twang of his 
bow arid, above the reeds, a short- 
handled, long-lashed whip sailed into 




the air, tossed by the death agony of 

Once more, Wan Tengri challenged 
m his great roaring voice. "Ho, and 
ye be meif of Goth, turn upon these 
dogs who master you I Turn, and 
slay ! You have found a leader and 
a chieftain in Amlairic, the son of 
Aimraical " 


This time, there was no answer to 
his challenge save that olher arrows 
than his own began to snore — =- 


Wan Tengri's face distorted with 
anger and now the great booming 
bow was never silent, and his arrows 
flew high toward the raised road 
where the men with thewhips shouted 
their hoarse, imperious commands. 
The splash of the marching men was 
n^cr, but the reeds stin shielded 
him from their gaxe, and he sped his 
arrows until his reaching hand groped 
in vain for another notched and 
tufted end. His quiver was empty ! 

Wan Tengri shouted. He whirled 
his great bw about his head and 
flung it high and powerfully toward 
the raised road and his sword whined 
from its sheath. A moment he 
crouched witli all his body aching 
for tlie conflict and then, slowly, a 
puazled frown worked across his 
brows. There was in him a strange 
reluctance to dose with these unseen 
kinsmen of his ; in Prester John who 
bad never yet diirked in battle I Yet 
a plan was tadcing shape in his brain. 
He eared naught for men ol so little 
spirit as to bow their neck in slavery, 
blit freed, they would ruake grand 
soldiers with their discipline that was 
like the steel and brass of the Iwoos 
of Rome I If he could reach and slay 
their masters — 


Wan Tenobi grinned and stared 
with distaste at the scummy, opaque 
waters in which he stood. He rolled 
his broad shoulders and glared his 
defiance toward the swaying reeds 
that marked the line of the red-haired 
legion. He dumped conical Mongol 
hat and trailing coat upon the surface 


where the shield of tiger skin floated, 
and he dropped on his knees and 
sucked in a deep breath — and plunged 
his fiery proud head beneath the fen 

Sword thrust naked through his 
breechclout, he swam with great 
sweeping strokes below the surface of 
file reed-bound lake. Snaky stems 
cut across his face and his hands were 
foul with slime. It drased filthy 
tentacles across his shoiwers. He 
found a thick reed dump when his 
breath was short and, thrusting h 


irt, let it 


le slowly 


advandng line and his heart swelled 
within him. They were stalwart, 
thick-limbed men with fire in their 

the spirits of them. The beast^orns 
on their iron helmets, and the vaunt- 
ing tails of wolf and tiger, mocked the 




ethen 




til! 


lethand the shot 

y sent their arrows aheaif— tt 
a by half-a-raan’s height to rear 
. hidden head of Prester John. 
Wan Tengri drew his legs beneath 


him and clasped them hard about the 
dump of reeds and. when the soldier 
ranks were very close, he 

scarcely a ripple where it had been. 
The waves of the advance washed 
through the reeds and the men 
marched on. The violent agitation 
of the water was just beyond the reed 
dump, was bedde it, was past I Wan 
Tengri dared to lift his held and 
breathe again. Presently, be could 
presson with his head just above the 
meen surface — and he felt the ground 
begin to rise under his feet and, dimly 
through the thinning screen of reeds, 
could make out the wall of the raised 

Wan Tengri whipped the slime from 
his blunt fingers and set them upon 
the sword-hilt. He bowed his back to 
the steep climb and his hard thighs 
reached out greedily. Behind him, he 
heard a shout and the threshing of 
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men marching through water began 
to converge on that spot. They 6atl 
found his Mongol cloak, his tiger 
shield. Well, they were welcome to 
them I Wan Tengri's solid Ups were 
stretching back Irotn hie teeth, a 
white fang-glisten behind bis thick 
beard, and there was a scowl building 
upon his brow. He would tty the 
steel of these masters of his kinsmen, 
and afterward? Why, afterward, 
they would be the men of Prester 
John and they would see what wealth 
they could wring out of this riches- 
sodden East 1 ^ere was also the 
small matter of a score to settle with 
one smallapish wizard, should he sur- 
vive the march of the red-headed 
legion I 


Great rocks girdled the lifted road 
and Wan Tengri crept among them 
lithely, leaving the reeds and their 
shelter behind. The sword glittered 
in his fist, catching red blood-fire 
where the rays of the westering sun 
struck against it. The thick gabble 
of meanmgless voices came to Wan 
Tengri’s ears and be froze, motionless 
in mid-stride, as a tiger might turn to 
stone catching the seen t of a desirable 
bnt dangerous quarry. Through a 
crevice between two pded stones, Wan 
Tengri gazed upward — and saw the 
masters of the red legion and, in part, 
Won Tengri felt stirred to hard, 
shaking laughter ; and in part he 


Thebe were three of these men 
on the brink of the road-wall with 
their accursed whips in their fists, and 
long, curved swords with unguarded 
hilts at their thighs and not one was 
over three cubits in height, three 
times the length of Wan Tengri’s 
forearm, from elbow to tip of middle- 
finger I They were a mockery and a 
travesty of men, yet their faces, too, 
had the pigmentation of Wan Ten- 
gri's ownlond, and their beards were 
great as their owners were small. 
Thick, massy twisted carls bristled 
from their checks, almost to their 


eyes ; their brows were beetling and 
heavy and the hw was thick on the 
backs of their hands and on the 
nakedness of their bandied legs be- 
neath their robes. On the pomt of 
hurlii^ himself upward in a cdiarge. 
Wan 'Tengri paused tore-estimate his 
new-found enemy. There was a 
breadth of shonlder and a stockiness 
of build that spoke of brawny mus- 
cles, and their swords were lung. Ah, 
to Ahriman with them I Since when 
did Wan Tengri hesitate to attack 
three men of any race whatever, 
whether they were the giants of north 
Chin with tlieir heavy-bladed tsurugi, 
or barbarians in the Circus at Alex- 


Wan Tengri lifted from behind his 

the grade and his sword swung easily 
in h£ fist, and his grey eyes bore upon 
the three broad dwarfed men hiding 
behind the thickets of their beards. 


On the instant, fury ieaprf hotly 
into Wan Tengri's throat, kis sword 

to earth, writiiing like a living thing 
among the rocks, and Wan Tengri 
stooped to snatch up a jagged chunk 
of stone. He stooped, and sprang 
back, with a curse of amazement in 
his throat for, while he stooped, the 
wliip-end was turning into an arrow 
that, without bow to speed it, hurled 
straight for Wan Tengri’s breast I 
Only the sword of Wan Tengri could 
have moved so swiftly, but the arrow, 
.severed once more, fell to the ground 
and now it became two serpents that 
coiled and struck at him svith their 
fangedjaws. 

Wan Tengri stared at them and 
made so move to strike again, though 
they were writhing dose to his feet. 
His face lifted and the jnt of his jaw 
was like the chunk of stone he gripped 
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hero, too I And he did not wonder 
any longer at the captivity of his own 
race. They had ever been stupid 
about sudi superstitious things. 
Thanks be to Christos, Wan Tengri 
was free of such foniishness. He 
lifted the fist that held the jagged 
stone and pressed its back against the 
bit of True Cross about hrs throat, 
It would protect him against wizards I 

Wan Tengri went steadily up the 
sharp rise. Ho was aware that one of 
the snort, bearded ones was shouting 
and that there were answering ciiu 
from the reeds behind him. Yet. the 
red legion would obey the wizards and 
come back to kill the one man who 
could save them I And there were 
six of the fierce dwarfs on the crest 
of the ridge, their long, slightly 
curved swords without the guards, 
balanced lightly in their two hands. 
Another darted up behind them and 
dropped to his knee with a short, 
powerful bow in his hand. He 
tv^ged an arrow toward Wan Ten- 
gri, and the sword slashed through 
the air and bit it in half. And Wan 
Tengri seemed scarcely aware that he 
had destroyed the arrow. His eyes 
held on the seven men who con- 
fronted him, and on their waiting 
swords. Once more the bow twanged, 
and the sword did its service. 

“Fools 1" Wan Tengri taunted 
them, though he knew they could not 
understand. "Fools, do you think 
to kill Prester John with your petty 
magic tricks ? Do yon think yoiir 
feeble arrows can pierce my flesh ? 
Get ready yoiu toy swords that 
Prester John may smash them all at 
one sweet cut, Weaklings I Dv^f 
magicians I " Wan Tengri finished 
his challenge with a hoarse shout 
and leaped upward to meet the 
swords, yet swayed back as the six 
blades chopped down together to- 


hisov 
throii„ 

that sword could slash off the heali 
of a charging horse, but Wan Tengri 
had no rnuid now to put forth his full 
strength. Heavy exertion in a blow 
slowed a man in dodging, and there 
:vBn swords oppoAd to him — 


:e hadbt 


swords I 


Bv THE THrcKNESs of a steel 
dagger's blade, the hissing swords 
missed Wan Tengri and, afterw.ird, 


Light as the touch of the dawn- 
wind. Wan Tengri feathered the 
curved tip of his sword across two 
throat before he sprung sideways 
and with two more gr^t leaps reached 
the level of the road. Two of the 
bearded dwarfs were staggering in 
bloody death, trying to contain their 
gaping throats with gnarled and 
trembling hands. Ludicrously, the 
half of their beards bad already Seated 
to the earth, and Wan Tengri laughed, 
whipping his blood-dimnied blade 
before him like a flail. 

"Come, small, twisted wizards I" 
he growled at them. "There are still 
five chins to be shaven I" 

The five were coming. They 
scarcely glanced toward the two of 
their number who were dying, and 
their swords were lifted straight before 
them as if banners floated on their 
tips. Wan Tengri could find it in his 
heart to admire these amalf angry 

in th«r gaze as they came forward, 
steadily, and the red sunlight glanc- 
ing on their uplifted steel, showed no 
wavering. Wan Tengri shifted his 
footing a little, settling his boots more 
deeply into the dust of the road. His 
keen ears kept watch on the legions in 
tile fen water. They were coming 
back at a run. as the nigh and furious 
threshing of the water told him. 

Wan Tei^ri shouted, and charged 
the five waiting swords I As if they 
performed aparade ground drill, three 
of the men dropped to their knees and 
presented the curved points like 
spears for Wan Tengri's charging 
breast. While the other two codted 
their blades across their shoulders, 
both arms tensed for a death slash 
that Wan Tengri knew could split 


UNKNOWN 


lul 


not check his charge- 
moment, he flung hims 
leap to the ’ ' 


His sword 


Wan 

slaughter 


S of the up- 
ank, skated 

under it and slash^ the armpit to 
the bone. Wan Tengri’s hard-swung 
left fist, still holding the rock, took 
the second upright man on the back 
of the skull and hammered him for- 
ward upon the kneeline rank — and 
then Wan Tengri was sll over those 
crouching men. The curved sdmilar 
of Damascus was restless a.' the head 
of a cobra that danced for the snake- 
trainer's piping, and at every swaying 
touch, it drew a fresh spurt of ted. 

irW from the 
a single man to 
im- The man's right a™ 
dangled by a shred, and the life- 
blood was pumping from liim with 
eager spurts, but he poised the long, 
two-handed sword in his left hand 
and came in dauntlessly. 

"Stay away, fool I” Wan Tengn 
growled. "Vou are doomed, and 1 
would grant you a few moments of 
peace. Fool I" 

The man slaslied fiercely and his 
steel grated oft Wan Tengri s warding 
swotJ. The bearded small monster 
pitched to his knees with weakness 
vet strove to drive his heavy sword 
home, and then bis mouth gaped omh 
and from his throat there poured a 
high and keening blast that stabbed 
through Wan Tengri’s skull, that wm 
silent while the man’s mouth still 
gaped wide, while his throat st2I 
strained with sound— and W'tm Ten- 
gri's eardrums still ached Uke the 
stab of a knife I For long and long, 
that man's mouth remained omo, 
pouring forth silent sound, and then 
the life went out of him like a pricked 
wine-sidn. He pitched forward into 
the dust of the road, struggled a very 
little and was still. 


Wan Tengri stood over the 
huddled bodies, a spread-legged Colos- 


sus of blood-spattered bronse, and 
his great red head was sagging, and 
there was no joy for him in this 
conquest. They were fighters, these 
small men. hut why bad they tried 
no more of their magic upon him ? 
He knew now that these were the 
masters of the grass-devils. That 
soundless scream was summoning 
more teces to blot him from the face 
of the earth, as that other, earlier 
scream — % the blue tusks of 

Ahriman I That first scream bad 
sounded close to dawn, yet these 
men, marching along a hard road 
through the grassland, had reached 
him only after a full day's march I 
Christos, these were strange men who 
could make their voices cany for the 
full distance of a day's march I 
They had. truly, a mighty magic — 
yet It was strange that no small puffs 
of strangling fog had flown at him 
while he battled and slew these seven 


Wan Tengri's head twisted at a 
hoarse shout lilting from the margin 
of the reeds, and he saw the first of 
the red-haired legion tlirusting to- 
ward the road. Wan Tengri moved 
with heavy alert steps to the verge 
of the road and blood dripped from 
the jmint of his curved sword. 

"Stand, slave," he growled, and 
menace rasped in his tones. "Stand, 
and wait thy brothers, I am Am- 
lairic, and I nave slain these wizards 

forward, yon serve me I Your shields 
shall lift me to chieftainship-^ you 
shall die as other fools have died who 
opjose Amlairic, whose other name 

the devils of the high-air I” 

The man who star^ up at him had 
the thin hawk's face of a warrior, and 
his brows were as wide, if his shoulders 
were more slender, than those of Wan 
Tengri. His bow was cased on his 
back and his gnarled hands gripped 
the hilt of a great two-handed sword. 

"Amlairic, kinsman," he answered 
in the slow, roughened language that 
Wan Tengri imperfectly uoderstuod, 
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know not thy name, nor thy blood, 
but it is plain thy race is ouis. I. 
Visiraar, am centurion of the legion 
and willingly would I and my com- 
rades raise so 6erce a warrior as thou 
upon our shields—" 

More of the red-heeded legion were 
crowding through the high grass to 
stop on the flanks of the centurion. 
Visimar, and peer upward with hot 
and wary eyes at Prester John, stal- 
wart against the sky, toling the 
solid menace of that mighty stature 
and the stained lethal curve of the 
sword ; the bowed power of those 
massive, waiting shoulders. A mutter 
ran through the gathering ranks and 
Wan Tengri saw witli appreciation 
that even in disarray, they formed a 
rough semblance of the diiipiined 
line of a legiou. Strong warriors an 
emperor might envy — once he had 
put heart into them I What looting 
he would have at their head I 
"Gladly would we honor thee," 
Visimar went on heavily, "but unless 
thy magic is greater than the Bear of 
Heaven, neither thou nor we wili ever 
live to mardi a thousand paces along 


lifted quaveringly, "WlUngly do I 
t«tify,0 mighty Won Tenen. Seven 
wizards did you overpower m Turgohl 

slay and the seventh enriave." 

Wan Tengri mask^ a smile, but 
there was a heat in his eyes that boded 
not too well for Bourtaf. His had 

that the wizard was of more use to 

"On your knees, warriors I" Wan 
Tengri shouted. "Onyourkneesthat 
I may free you of wizards' curses and 

? 've you back your hearts for battle, 
here is fighting and loot aliead of us, 
warriois, do you but follow me and 
the new god, ChristM. " 

His GiABE bore down upon them 
and Visimar, first of alJ, dropped to 
his knees in fen water. Stiffly, the 
others followed, but kept their eyes 
implacablyupon Wan Tengri. Prester 
John nodded in approval. Yes, there 
were good men save that their back- 
■ ’ steel It was well 


he bi 


a new god to give tt 


Wan Tengri's teeth flashed wolfishly 
through his beard. "My magic a 
greater," he said steadily and lifted 
riie curve of his great sword against 
the sky, "This blade has drunk of 
ttuzard's blood a score of times— and 
I live I The grass-devils could not 
strangle me. I flew over thy heads to 
the road while tlie l^on searched for 

Ye^, all se^Si o/tTem L'i“th^ 
blood upon the road, and the whip 

broke to bits under the kiss of my 
steel." Wan Tengri's voice lifted to 
a chant and its deepness reached out 
over the grasslands, spilled Saldy into 
endless distance. 

"My magic is greater. There is a 
small wizard in the fen who will give 
testimony or I shall lop oS his ears. 
Hear me, thou offenmng monkey, 
Bourtai, and give testimony." 

Behind the legion, Bourtai's voice 


him false. 

"You bow the knee," Wan Tengri 
said steadily, "to the new god of 
Rome and Aleitandria, of Byzantium 
and , . . well, there is far Turgohl also, 
where they all went down on their 
knees to Cbristos. in accordance svith 
a vow 1 had made. It is true. 1 cut 
a few throats beforehand — " A grin 
struggled here and there to the shaven 
face of a warrior. Wan Tengri could 
f^ their spirits meeting with his, and 
his voice strengthened. "Christos 
will be a great god some day and he's 
done a good bit for me I could tell 
you tales . . . well, there isn't time 
now. Tonight around the campfire, 
perhaps. Christos will take care of 
you. Being new, he has not too 
many followers and can look after 
those he has. warriors now, and 

We go back the way yon came for a 


bit of wizards' loot and afterward, 
well there is all the East I Mount, and 
the first man who lags behind. I’ll lop 
ofl his ears, but the second man. I'll 
turn into a dwarl" — Wan Tenm 
made his sword whine through tKe 
air — "by removing his head I Come, 
yon warrior wolves, monnt the road I’’ 

More grins crea^ the faces that 
moved upward toward him, and 
swards shot home into sheaths over 
their Moulders and, even in that 
dimb, they kept their line. From the 
reeds they baa left peered the fright- 
ened, monkey face of Bourtai. He 
b^an to scramble in their wake — 
and Visimar reached the road. 

■Wan Tengri and \'isimar con- 
fronted each other and, after the 


avrld 


of fi. - 

over, took each other s measure. 
There was a litheness in Visimar’s 
body that matched the thewed tough- 
ness of Wan Tengri. The iron helmet 
with its auroth'i horns domed a broad 
brow, a shirt of mail swung about his 
thighs, and the fringe of a woolen 
kilt emphasized the corded strength. 

Wan Tengri realized abruptly that 
Visimar’s eyes were reaching beyond 
him. He saw lines of white tighten 
about the man’s mouth, saw fear 
straining his eyes wide, and his voice 
came out in a choked moan. 

"Prepare your magic, Amlairic," he 
said hoarsely, "and work it swiftly— 
for Tinsunu, the Heaven-Bear, comes 
to avenge the death of his grandsons! " 

Wan Tengri felt the bristling of cold 
fear along his ®ine in answer to the 
abject fnght of Visimar and it stif- 
fened ail his body in resistance. His 
jaw knotted on^er the fierceness of 
his beard and he turned only slowly 
to face this fresh menace before which 
the red legion already was^irostrating 

He wal*nol ready for this trial, bad 
hoped to strengthen his hold upon 
these men before he confronted again 
the might of the wizards whom 
Viamar c^ed Tinsunchi, the grand- 
sons of the Heaven-Bear. His fore- 
gnn bunched with the grip upon his 


sword hilt and. pivoting so slowly, he 
shouted in mockery at the groveling 

"Are you men or skulking jackals 
that you bow before dwarfe3 wizard 
fools, who have not as yet even 
threatened you ? Their magic cannot 
harm you, unless — " 


A ROAR drowned out even Wan 
Tengri’s belly-deep voice. Therewas 
no mistaking the sound. Wan Tengri 
had heard it too many times in the 
arena at AJeaandria where the great 
savage brown bears of the north were 
baited by men and slaves. This was 
a thousand times more terribly loud, 
and formless with rage and wild 
menace. Wan Tengri wliipped about, 
body bent like a Mw at full-draw 
and defiance pulled a voiceless shout 
from his breast. The proved sword 
in his hand became as puny as a 
switch of willow. His bronzed flesh 
and tempered muscles felt vulnerable 
and Hs soul shrank within him, for 
surely no such beast as this which 
bis eyes beheld bad ever lived I 
It was a very god of bears, Ashime 
as three of the elephants of Hind, the 
great brown beast raged across the 
sea of Buryat. Its red mouth was 
strained wide enough to swallow even 
Wan Tengri at a Aglc gulp and thi- 
roars that tore from its throat like 
the bellows of angry Beloss, the 
thunder-god, beat a man's brain to 
numbness. Upright, like a man, the 
beast moved, yet its short, massive 
legs covered dikance faster than the 
charge of Mongol lances I 
Wan Tengri's hand clntched at the 
fragments of the True Cross and he 
forced himself erect, tried to drive 
his voice through the beast-roar to 
the ears of the men about liim. 

"This is but wizard’s tricks," he 
said, and even his own voice lacked 
conviction. "There is no bear there. 
If you do not believe it— Look I 
See, the grass does not bend under his 
progress I He walks on top of the 
slender reeds 1 Surely, no man need 
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fear a thing that cannot even bend a 
stalk of grass I" 

Wan Tengri laughed fiercely, and 
slammed his sword home through the 
strip of loincloth that girdled his 
waist, folded bronzed arms across 
the swelling of bis cheat, and his teeth 
flashed in a wide, mocking smile — 
and yet he conld not shake out of 
his soul the barb of doubt that had 
sunk there. If lie did not believe it — 
but, Christos, the thing was there 
before his eyes I The roar of it beat 
bis ears in, and the wind of its passage 
rushed ahead to 5w«p his fiery hmr 
back from his broad forehead, to 
tear at the stiff thrust of his beard. 
So he glared into the gaping jaws of 
the Heaven-Bear, and aw tie last 
red rays of tlie westering sira strike 
fire from white glistening fangs, saw 
the foreann, thicker than the l^s of 
three elephants, drawn back to destroy 
him with cubit-long claws 1 

Mens heads were lifted a little and 
the awed eyes of Visimar saw Prester 
John stand, empty-handed and un- 
moved, to face tKe assault of the 
Heaven-Bear. Words mumbled from 
Visimar's lips. "By tills new god, 
Christos, now, if he stands against the 
assault of the Heaven-Be^ — " His 
thoi^ht was unfinished, hut the har- 
dening of his jaw line, the slow tens- 
ing of to fightmg thews, gave promise 
•oi action. If only Wan Tengri stood 
against the Heaven-Bear — 

Foramomenf,lromthecrestoftlie 
ridge behind him, Bourtai peered into 
llie face of the menace, then he tumetl 
and scuttled back toward the fen and 
the reeds and plunged his head and 
his whole body beneath the scummy 

Bouctai, he could hear the defiant 
laughter of Wan Tengri, and his small 
soul trembled in his breast, for the 
courage of the red giant was a thing 
beyond his understanding. In the 
face of this certain death, Wan Tengri 
was laughing— 

The great claw witli its sword- 
blade claws swept toward him and 
Wan Tengri walched it come, and 


s gone 

hucD mines 

magicians’ trickery. This — why, it 
was no more than a cloud of smoke I 
Wan Tengri waved an arm con- 
tei^tuousiy. "Begone I" he cried. 

The bear was gone. It was no 
longer a nightmare beast, but a cloud 
of brown and black smoke that 
hovered toward him on the breath of 
the sunset wind and, triumphantly. 
Wan Tengri turned toward the cower- 
ing men upon the dust and saw the 
eyes of Visimar upon him and knew 
that he had conquered. He had con- 


Wam Tenori roared out his own 
anger and it was in a voice to match 
the fierceness of. the Heaven-Bear. 
He was on his knees in the dust, and 
he could not rise. He groped for his 
sword and his liand could not feel tlie 
hilt. The road rose up and struck 
him across the face and the hot dust 
eddied into to ncetriis and stung his 
eyes. He called on the last resources 
of his titan’s body, braced arms and 
unfeeling knees against the surface of 
the road to rise. His body lifted a 
palm from the dust. His shoulder* 
bowed with the might of his effort, 
and he drew a single knee beneath 
Iiim. He Hfted his trailing long liair 
from the dust and twisted his dis- 
torted face upward toward the black 
cloud that hovered above him. The 
last rays of the sun were blotted out 
and ai^rbed into his heart and there 
was only darkness. One last time. 
Wan Tengri hurled his laughing de- 
fiance into the heart of the dark 
cl6ud. and the tendrils of that black- 
ness reached out to him, and touched 
his eyes and fingered into his very 
soul and brain — and expanded there. 
The black cloud was within him, 
and it filled his every fibre. He was 
no longer fighting ; he was buoyed on 
a vast swaying cloud and he could 
hear the blackness ringing like a deep 


beU ; lie couJd see meteilic sounds, 
silver crisp against Che breast of 
an impenetrable night; could see 
another, heavy, regular sound that 
lifted in sullen waves from the earth 
rhythm, dancing as a chained bear 
dajices when the pipes play and. his 
master prods with a sha^iened spear. 
Dimly, he could feel the pcicic of the 
spear, in arm and calf, and presently 

Sometime, in tlie blackness, Wan 
Tengri swam back to consciousness 
and realised that he was among, 
tramping, msrdiingmen : heard once 
more the dank ana thud of a march- 
ing ie^n and felt his own body sway 
with the rhythm of sword dang^ on 
metal shield. Yet he was not himself 
marching. He lifted his dangling 
head and saw a litter carried on the 
shouidersof the red-headed men of the 
legion and. peering from its rear was 
the grinning, mocking face of Bourtai, 
earned in state like an emperor I 

It was only when he had absorbed 
the sliock of these things, like flesh 
wincing to the vital stab of well- 
thrown javelins, that Wan Tengri 
realized to the full the thing that was 
happening to him. He, too, was 
being earned, but in no litter of state 1 
His wrists and ankles had been bomid 
together with harsh ropes and bet- 
ween them had been thrust a lance 
that four men carrietl on their 
shoulders, so that he dangled beneath 
it, head .swaying limply, body as holp- 
le» as if he were some beast slain in a 
hunt, a trophy carried home to suffer 
in abject aUv^ the whims of those 
wizards who were called in awful 
truth the grandsons of the Heaven- 


IV. 

Life and rebellion pounded 
strongly through the veins of Wan 
Tengri so that he wrenched savagely 
at the hempen ropes that held him to 
the lance ; and the men who carried 


him staggered and faltered in their 
stride. One turned a pleading &cc, 
pale in the red glare of the torches, 
and from the darkness strode a red^ 
headed warrior. He struck Wan 
Tengri in the teeth with the hilt of 

fool," hi snarled. " We 
know you now for the false wizard 
that you'ans. You will need your 
stren^h and your false spells soon 
encash I" 

Wan Tengri spat blood and put Ills 
gaze on the pale glowing frenzy of the 
man's eyes, took in the helmet twined 
with the silver and black of a snow 
leopaid's tail and studded with its 
talons and teeth. 


"I will remember thee, thou who 
boast your kinship to the rear end of a 
cal," he promised quietly. 

The man's gaze faltered and bis 
lips fumbled with words. "I but do 
my duty, Amlaiiic," he muttered, and 
twisted about a leathern bottle to 
offer a drink, but Wan Tengri's eyes 
never wavered and his eyes were 
mocking and fierce, so that the man 
dodged back into the darkness and 
Wan Tengri was alone again. The 
familiar dank and thud of the march- 
ing legion beat into his ears and he 
sucked in the smells of sweat and dust 
and fen land. Hieketing light from 
the torches made splotches oT shifting 
red upon the swaying plumes of grass. 
There was no moon and the stars 
were pale — and Wan Tengri realized 
that lie had been unconsdons for 
hours and that the new dawn was 
near, He could sniff it in the fresh- 
ness of the stirring wind. 

Wan Tengri let his head sag back- 
ward so that his inverted gaze rested 
unwaveringly on the silks that hid 
Bourtai, and bitterness ate into his 
belly. His fiery hair trailed up a s m all 
(floud of dust. Ho, Prester John, 
where is your loot now ? Where the 

S ilden dty you and your new god, 
hristos, will ravage with red-headed 
furies? Wan Tengri snorted out 
ironic laughter that strangled him 
and pale i^cea twisted toward him 


touch of fear in their gaze. 

At last the shuffle of wcarie4 feet 
sounded more closely in Wan Tengri's 
eats and he saw that the road was 
sunken now into a canyon of green 
growth thrice the height of a talfmaji 
and, ahead, were the low white glist- 
ening walls of a dty, Feet dumped 
hollowly and the dampness of £^h 
water scent cooled his noslrik from 
beneath the bridge, there was the 
challenge of the gate guard and after- 
waid the sword teat a shsirper rhythm 
of the shield and the legion picked up 
its marching stride, went its echoing 
way between dose white walls on 
which the torclies made a fire-blush. 
There were balconies of metal and rich 
silks hung straight down and nowhere 
were there any towers. The flat roofs 
crowds close to the ground and Wan 
i grinned his sour approval, 
'• as why no man spoke of 
a city m tne sea of Buiyat I 
The paved street ended and the 
legion's boots lifted clouds cf strang- 
ling white dust that tasted of camd- 
dung and the houses were left behind. 
They clanked through another walled 
gate and Wan Tengri was in a dty ui 
tents. Skins of animals formed roof 
and walls, hides of horses and wolf. 


This, then, wi 


BliFona this one. just as the pearl- 
ing of the sky turned losy with morn- 
ing, the men who carried Wan 'Tengri 
staggered to a halt— and the lance 
that carried him was dropped into the 
forks of two upright posts and Wan 
Tengri continued to dangle helplessly 
there while the tented aty stirred to 
wakefulness and women and children 
came to mock and harass him, and the 
sun brightened until it was a brassy 
sword that pierced his very brain. 
But Wan Tengri clamped his dry lip* 
beneath the harshness of his red 
l>eard and spoke no word, though with 


his pain and his weariness, the world 
hazed into unreality about him— and 
hours passed. 

told &m presently when he was 
moving again and he called fiercely 
on the reserves ofhis drained strength 
for he knew that the end of Uiis 
Iravail wa.s near — and that another, 
sharper test lay ahead I He forced up 
his throbbing head and saw that the 
arched gate through which he was 
carried whs faced with human gar- 
goyles, with the tortured bodies and 
heads of red warriors slain by their 
masters. From the batllemented 
crat the bearded faces of the dwarfed 
Tinsunchi peered down incuriously. 

Past a bazaar they surang where 
venders shrieked from booths of brass 
and silk and gold and other booths 
where the scent of spices came out 
richly. The small women of Tin- 
suniJu went freely in the streets and 
their hair hung long and lustrous upon 
their beads and each one was followed 
by men in silks. Small children 
pdted Wan Tengri with filth and a 
iiig surged grunting out of a mud bole 
beneath liim. 

The crooked alleys gave wav to a 
■ j -re cedarand Brand 

hadow 

wnosc peoiments pore tne graven 
figure of a bear, that walked like a 
man. And so they came to the steps 
of a piDared palace whose low facade 
stretched for a hundred cubits in 
each direction, and the men who bore 
Wan Tengri got down on their knees 
and, afterward, they crawled. Wan 
Tengri felt the hot marble scrape the 
skin from his back and he koew that 
they approached the ruler of the Tiii- 
sunchi — and Wan Tengri laoghed. 

"Thanks to you, brokers." he 
mocked the guard. "It is a rest for 
my ankles and wrists." 

They dragged Wan Tengri, crawl- 
ing so, through a hall drapu in silks 
and ermine and sable, wliicli the 
Mongols called ronefer and valued each 
at two thousand aurei, and they came 


m' KNOWN 


into a. courtyard that was cool beneath 
the high reach ul green trees and the 
spray of perfumed fountains. In its 
midst was a small white pyramid and 
from it mounted a dim pillar that 
was mounted by a golden udder, and 
on its crest was a golden tripod 
upholding a globe that concentrated 
aU the sjJenoid agony of the sun so 
that Wan Tengri waa forced to shut 
his bold eyes. He turned them 
instead upon the man in a long robe of 
scarlet sift who knelt over a small fire 
that burned on the steps of the pyra- 
mid and attached to the man's head 
uge, tufted fans sbap 
si-times enlarged t 


"Surely they in 


No man answered him, but one of 
the red warriors moaned a little for 
terror and Wan Tengri set his jaws 
rigidly against the new pain of his 
raw back and the jerking at his ankles 
and wrists which were swollen purple 
under the cruel bite of the hempen 
topes. Yet. as they left the couit- 
ystrd and. throngh high bronze doors, 
entered a hall where the drap« were 
of gaure of gold, Wan Tengri set a 
smile upon hjs mouth and carried his 
head srifRy. 

Thus, for the first time, dragged 
feet foremost across the iiilaid %or 
by red warriors who alternately 
crawled and paused to bump their 
foreheads on the cruel stone, Wan 
Tengri saw the throne of the Tin- 
sun&, the throne of the Heaven- 
Bear, And the man who sat upon it 
was obscenely fat with carmine on 
his beardless lips and kohl about his 
greasy eyes, and his hair hung in long, 
oiled ritslets about bis silken shoul- 
ders, The smile on Wan Tengri's 
lips turned wolfish, for he saw the 
ruler of the Tinsunchi — and that 
before the throne, beating liis wizened 


monkey face upon the floor, was the 
small, treacherous wizard, Bourtai I 


Wan Tengiu sent his hoarse, mock- 
ing laughter upward toward the 
golden beams of the ceiling, and he 
mocked the gnards as they beaMheir 

"Pkagh, what neeif'w do that, 
slaves of a painted man ? Not even 
this marble can beat brains into thy 

■Tita ut of anger burst from the 
bearded spear-guards about the bear- 
throne and their shields clashed 
against golden armor and thi^ started 
forward with spearpoints fliclang out. 
but the man on the throne lifted a fat, 
beringed hand whose nails were tinted 

S id and the guards fell back^ glaring. 

an Tengri tried to spit toward 
them but his mouth was too dry. 
He felt dully the touch oi steel cool 
against the fever of swollen ankles 
and wrists— and knew that he was 

A mockery of freedom, He was as 
helpless as a crippled beggar without 
hands or feet, and the e^er blood, 
pressing into his extremities, was an 
agony beyond bearing. Wan Tengri's 
lips shrank back from his grinoing 
teeth and he bent his stiff knees and 
drove his body to lift itself upon them. 
With wooden, pain-clawed fingers he 
rolled into the Ixmd of his elbow the 
lance that bad carried him so long. 
He took iu butt in the grip of his 
two elbows and by that crutdi, he 
began to lift himself. The flat broad 

shoulders and the cords of his neck 
gouged oot hollows in the flesh. His 

liarkness wheeled in his brain and 
the throne-room blotted out, but Wan 
Tengri did not falter. Slowly, resist- 
less as time itself, his great muscles 
brought him upward and his feet that 
were stone, and yet were agony, 
dragged their blooil traces forward 
across the clear white of the marble 
and were finally beneath him. 


BEAR-GOD 


Straddle-legBed then, breath whistling 
between loSed teeth, he stood erect 
before the bear-throne of Tinsunchi 
and the darkened blood oos^ from 
his cut flesh. Slowly, while his 
elbows held their grip upon the lance- 
crutch, the bowed power of his shoul- 
ders straightened. His head with 
its fierce red hair, dust-strewn but 
dauntless, lifted and, when the crazy 
whirl of darkness left his brain, he 

E ut his bold eyes directly upon the 
ice of the king. 

About him were the shivering pros- 
trate men of the red legion and the 
golden glowering guard with their 

G ised i^icars. And Wan Tengri 
ried his lance clatteiii^ to the 
marble floor and laughed, The sound 
of his laughter was hoarse and 
strained in his torture-dried throat, 
hut its mockery and its courage were 

"Come, thou woman tliat never 
wert a man," he snarled at the 
throne. "Pass judment on Prester 
John — if you have the courage I" 

A shivering moan lifted from the 
red legion but the bearded guard only 
glareif. for they understood only his 
defiance and not his words. Bourtai 
ground his forehead on the marble 
floor to make monkey grimaces at 
him for silenca, but the sneering eyes 
of Wan Tengri were beyond him, 
challei^ing the limpid, ieU-smeared 
eyes of the king, rimpering as he 
stroked his oiled curls with his be- 
ringed hands. About his temples 
was a fillet of gold in which a great, 
central ruby winked its blood-red 
gleams of light — and Wan Tengri saw 
that the ruby was carved in the like- 
ness of an upright bear I 
Silence fell into the golden chamber 
save that, somewhere like the tinkhng 
of a fountain, came the faint strains 
of a lute and a woman's voice sang 
softly in words that Wan Tengri did 
not understand ; and the air was 
sweet with incense. The king nodded 
gently and his eyes went Ibgragly 
over the thews of Wan Tengri s 


braced bodv, and he dapped his fat 
palms lightly together. 

Behind the throne, the curtains of 
golden gauze swayed apart and three 
creatures who might be devils, but 
were surely men, Sed out. 

The first wore a robe of midnight 
black and his was the head of a great 
brown bear, and upon his niken 
shroud, silver moons and golden stars 
whirled in shimmering ecstasy. And 
the second man had the head of a 
snake, and on his green robe was a 
crystal globe in whose depths fire and 
black smoke swirled to press out 
eagerly from its spout — and in the 
smoke were demon faces. But the 
third man wore scarlet and his head 
was hidden by two great golden ears, 

held a circlet of blinding lig^t^ 


guards prodded the kneeling Bourtai 
with his s^ipoint and Bourtai be- 
gan to babble feverishly in the tongue 
that Wan Tengri did not understand, 
except that an oft-repeated sound 
presently told him that the king’s 
name was Aosoka. Wheu Bourtai 
fell sUent, Aosoka Ufted the fillet 
from his brows and put the gleamii^ 

he pronounced judgment in a lisp- 
ing woman's voice. Bourtai's face 

triumph baring hUrotted ape's teeth. 
He knocked his head three times upon 
the floor and faced Wan Tengri 

"Know, 0 slave," he began grand- 
iloquently, "that because of thy 
boring, and because Aosoka b the 
all-merciful, the all-knowing, the 

"■fh^tongue is too long, monkey- 
face," 'Wan Tengri said softly. "Pr^ 
ently, I shall shorten it," 

Bourtai's face twitched. " Get of 
wind-devils," he ."Thou hast 

this hour, a chance for thy life I 
Thou shall match thy strength with 
the Heaven-Bear— but without wea- 
pons. Wan Tengri ! " 


UNKHOWS 


Widi Ti'Dgri looked down at his 
swollen, useless wiists. and at his 
blood-oozing ankles and his knees 
that he from quivering with 
weakness only because his will was 
greater tiian his strength and he 

C ped the bard, taontuig laughter 
his throat. It turned wild and 
shrill in his mouth and he bit it back. 

"Why, surely, my friend," he whis- 
pered. "Why, surely I Lead me to 
this Heaven-fiear of thine and I will 
shake the throne on which Aosoka 
rits so that he topples from it and 
bruises his fat body. I a.slt only this 
one tiling, friend, that you shall enter 
the arena with me. I need — thy 
magic spells I" 

greenish tinge^and his voice became a 
whine in his throat, "Already, Wan 
Tengri, master." he whimpered, 
"Aowka has ordered this thing. I 
will work my small spells, master, to 

thing I hate gained for thee* Thou 
needest not meet with this monster 
till the trumpets sound the Hour of 
the Bear whi^ we know, master, as 

Even as Bourtai spoke, cabals 
clanged and, from the walls, the 
trumpets wailed dimly — and Bourtai 
shivered. " That, master, is the 
Hour of tlie Dog. In one hour, when 
the tmnrots soimd again — " 

Wan Tengri's great, shaggy head 
was thrust forward and has shoulders 
arched with power. He looked down 
at bis hands, of which his utme^ 
will contrived merely to crook the 
fillers a little. So^ they would 
stiffen, and the hours of his torture 
would drain his racked body. 

"It is too long," hegrowkd thickly. 
"My magic wants but short space 
ani I need hot one thing for its 
working. Find lor me a braided 
leather wliip whose lip has often 
tasted the flesh of these red jackals 
about me and now, at once, I >vill 
meet and conquer the Heaven-Bear. 
T have spoken I " He folded his 


creeping intit his hands, Iremore of 
w wiVn-ss , not of fear. His voice 
bellowed out. "See to it, slave I" 
Afterward, he stood on braced 
legs, with his proud head 

above Aosoka on his golden throne 
— and ho hummed through his 


Wan Tengri heard the rabble of 
voices about him, the whisper as 
Ids words were tnmsiated rar tlic 
bearded guards, and Bourtai's 
bumbled, ^ghtened pleading before 
the bear-throne. He ignored it all, 
kept his fiercely hooded eyes focused 
above Aosoka’s pomaded head until 
presently Bourtai darted to him 
rvlth such a whip as he had de- 
manded. Then spcaipoints ringed 
him in and Wan Tengri was marched 



laughed his senseless laughter beside 
the pyramid, through the fur-hung 
antechamber and out into the broad 
avenue before- tlie palace. And 
despite all his efforts. Wan Tengri's 
feet stumbled where there was nothing 
to trip him, and the hand which 
he forced to grip the whip almost 

him, Bourtai scuttled or danced 
ahead to peer up into the brooding 
power of Wan lengri’s face. His 

"You do not trust me. Wan 
Tengri,” ho whimpered, "yet what 1 
have done was necessary. Had I not 
ordered you bound, they would have 
slain you where you lay, stricken on 
the n»d % the magic of Tinsimchi I 
Had I not spoken the language of 

stature like the bearded men, they 

So, master, yon have me to thank 
for this chance your magic will surely 

"So you believe in mv magic, thou 


"Have I not linlced my fate with 
tUne?" Baurtai waa eager. 

Wan Tengri snorted.^'Or the fool 
upon the tfirone ordered it against 
Ihy will I Best for him that he 
swallow not the ruby of the bear. I'll 
have to silt his fat hcUy to recover 
it!” Wan Tengri’s gaae ranged the 
gay throngs along the avenue and 
the eyes ot women were bright and 
coquettish upon him. and the brows 
of men frowned. Overhead, the sun 
bore straight down and thejiriiis of 
the spears turned Wan Tengri in 
through a columned faqade, and down 
a flight of stone stairs so that, pre- 
sently, he confronted a narrow door 
of bronze. At his side, Bourtai 
^Iped in the monkey-gabble of the 
Tinsunchi, 

■’I have gained thee some moments 
for thy spells, masfei," he whlspered. 
”Ob, weave them strongly — al^ we 
both die 1” 

Wan Tengri grunted and took the 
whip in both of his awkward hands, 
and felt that his blunt fingers were 
witliout power. He turned his lower- 
ing face upon Bourtai, 

"Tie Ihis about my right wrist 
with the magic knot I shall teach 
thee, apelitg. As you love tout 
worthless life, make it strong t 'Then, 
in the other eud, but close to that 


knot. 


1 such a loop i 


Mongols nse at lire end of their 
lariats. I shall weave my own 
spells — ” He threw back his hrad 


"Saptis yapiius in Choraanams 

fiUtuv, ruitirvinruna " 


The spear guards eyed him susp- 
cioasly and Wan Tengri saw that 
they made curious signs with their 
himds, as if they warded ofl spells, 
His voice deepened and he chanted 
on. pausing to admonish Bourtai. 

"Tightaf . fool, or this same Heaven- 
Bear will gulp you whole 1 Now, use 


one of these prodding spearpoints to 
slice ofl the whip hilt." 

Wan Tengri took the lariat loop in 
his right hand, to which the leather 
thong was bound. It wa.s a small 
loop, not big enough to girdle more 
than the paw of a bear, and Bourtai 
stared at it with reverent eyes, though 

"I shall weave more spells for 
thee, ma.ster, while you fight," he 
said softly. "Together, our might of 

i^an Tengri snorted, shook the 
leather loop above his head and 
picked up his chant, this time in 
the language of the red legion whose 
men had tanked behind him down 
the avenue, who ringed now the 
temple in which he sto^ and placed 
their guards by pairs at all the 

"See me, you men of my race I 
See Amlairic fight your battle for 

e u I See him crush the Heaven- 
ar as only true sons of the north 

of the bear-throne I When this 
battle is fought and won, Amlairic 
shall lead you to victoiy I" 

He flni^ed and dr^ in a deep 
breath, spat uiion the earth. "I am 
ready,” he said heavily. 


iNSTANTi-Y, above him, trumpets 
blared and the narrow door bdine 
liim swung wide — and Wan Tengri 
stalked through with Bourtai skip 
ping at his side, mumbling hLs 
charms, but keeping close to the 
red gmnt. Inside the arena. Wan 
Tengri lialted and heard the roar 
of a myriad voices beat down upon 
him, arid bis beard thrust out fiercely. 
How many times in far Alexandria 
had be beard the roar that greeted 
the gladiators ? Yet be stared not 
up at the sea of waiting faces, 
but swiftly eyed the narrow circuit 
of the arena. It was no more than 
a pit among banked seats, but the 
barriers were high and for this 
moment he was done with Bourtai 


beadehim. Almost, his hand reached 
oQt to wring that wry neck, but 
Bourtai began to scrawl cabalistic 
figures in the sand and Wan Tengri 
shrugged and '' 




pull of muscles 
fn his thighs — and stumbling with 
his wooden feet- He cutaed, paused 
on braced legs, to press his forearm 
against the amulet about his throat, 
the fragment of the True Cross. 

•’Now, Christos," said Wan Tengri 
reasonably, "I know that my vow 
still lacks fulfillment. A hundrcti 
thousand to how before thee, 1 
promised, if needs be I must slit 
all thdr ttaoats to bring them to 

in far Turgo^l, and here, Oiristos, 
are another fifty thousand. But 
they be stubborn, you under- 
stand, and u n less I conquer this 
Heaven-Bear they send against me, 
these idolaters will never see the 
light of reason," He pinned, and 
his solid Ups curved wolfishly, "So, 
Christos, u you want a king dom 
that will praise your name carved 
out of this heathen cast, give a httle 
help now I A little — " 

Wan Tengri rolled his massive 
slioulders and his arms swung at his 
sides, the right with that leather 
thong knotted hard about his iorearm 
aod carrying the loop ; his left 
flexing with slow teiiaon. And while 
lie waited, there was a murmur that 
rose from the banked throng above 
him — and he saw that a hronae door 
had swung open and through it, 
ponderously, shuffled a very grand- 
father of bears, a beast as huge in its 
race as was Wan Tengri in the race 
of men. His sides were gaunt, his 
small eyes vicious with hunger and, 
when he saw Wan Tengri, he reared 
on his hindlegs and so towered a full 
two cubits above the red giant's 
head— and Wan Tengri saw the great 
girth of the beast's chest, and the 
power of the short, massive forelegs 
with their saber-claws. 

Wan Tengri delayed a moment 


thereinthemiddleofthearena. " As 
you 5ae, Christos," he muttered, " I 
shall need— a little help I " 

Wan Tengri looked at the loop of 
woven leather on his right wrist and 
then at the bear across the arena. 
Wan Tengri’s shaggy red head pulled 
forward, and the muscles across his 
chest and back stood out in stnmg 
relief. Slowly then, on his stumblii^ 
feet, he marcted toward the bear that 
sat on its haunches like a man, and 
fanned the air with needle-armed 
paws to suck into bis nostrils the 
scent of this man-thing that came 
toward him so boldly. And the bear 
uttered a roar that drowned all other 
sound. The savage slit of its mouth 
opened into a red gaping cavern of 
slavering fangs 1 

Wan Tengri did not waver in his 
forward stride. He heard the thin 
chanting of Bourtai’s spells, louder 
since the murmur of the spectators 
above him had eca.sed. He felt the 
breathless waiting of the blood-hungry 
throng. Eyes never shifting from the 
bear, now less than three cubits 
away, Wan Tengri gathered his 
.strprrth as a man might suck in a 
breath. He leaped straight 
med claw slapped 
. could have split 
Wan Tengri’s skull. But Wan Tengri 
ducked under the stroke and, with a 
shoot that rivalled that of the beast, 
he hurled himself squarely into the 
bone-crushing embrace of the great 


A SHOUT was wrenched from the 
watching thousands but, for Wan 

of tK" beast ^inst whom he threw 
his weight. The thing he had done 
seemed madness, but there was deep 
calculation in Wan Tengri's attack, 
His injured feet would permit no 
dodging, and the strength was gone 
from Ms hands until they should 


|tisty h 


mend, but hk might)' thighs and 
shoulOen lemained to liim and it was 
upon these he must depend — these 
and the loop of leather about bis 

Swift as it was, Wan Tengri's ieap 
was as precise in timing as the sworS 
blow that could haive a flying arrow. 
His fiery head wedged against the 
throat iMneath the mvering jaws of 
thebeast- Thestranglingstenchofits 
hide dogged his nostrils and the 
harsh hair la^d his flesh. Across 
bis shoulders, be felt the damp of 
those massive forearms, and the 
talons bit in. But the jaws that 
could endose and crush his skull 
could not reach his head where it was 
wedged — and Wan Tengri’s arms 
reached about the thick, powerful 
body of tile beast. The Irop flew 
from his right band and the awkward 
fingers of Jiis left caught it. fumbled 
through the leather noose. In- 
stantly. it dnebed tight upon his 
flesh — binding his two wrists together 
and Wan Tengri was bound irrevoc- 
ably to the chest of the bear I No 
way now he could free his wrists from 
the grip of the leather about them I 
And that was ns Wan Tengri wanted 
— and had planned it 1 

Ail sounds Were blotted from his 
consciousness save the snarls of the 
titanic beast he embraced. He could 
feel the reverberation in the great 
ched^ainst ^hich he pressed, like 

of cavalry. The bear was trying to 
dislodge him with short, cruel down 
drags of his foreMws, and the flesh 
was ripped on <Van Tengri's back. 
Wiien the bear iailed in Cis present 
cBort, he would clamp those forelegs 
dose and begin to squeeze, and Wan 
Tengri must be ready. Those legs 
had the power to crush in his ribs like 
dried sticks, unless his muscles inter- 
p^d their might. They would. 


Wan Tengri 


eed beneath the jaw. 


bear's back. Wan Tengri arched his 
own back against the strain of the 
beast’s forelegs and slowly, then 
explosively, he began to exert the 

E wer of his own tessy thews. His 
_,a were locked rigidly, his body as 
taut as a drawn bow. It was a 
fantastic thing he tried, but the only 
tiling that be could do. He was 
dupCcating the bear’s own mode of 
attack. With a beariike hug, he 
would try to snap the spine of the 
beast — buore the bear broke his 

Silence fell upon the huge amphi- 
theater as reaJization of the thing 
which Wan Tengri attempted came to 
the thousands ; sflenee bdow, too, lor 
Bourtai was on bis knees and his 
sagging, pendulous mouth uttered no 
sound. In his throne box, Aosoka 
leaned forward and his pomaded 
curls swung about his face, but Aosoka 
had forgotten even them. His small 

Eis lips. The concerted breathing of 
the mob was Hke the risiiu moan of 
storm-wind in the cedais of Vablonoi. 


Below them, the giant bear had 
ceased his vain efforts to tear the man 
from his chest and had set great fore- 
arms about Wan Tengri's shoulders. 
Where the points of the sickle daws 
touched, streams of red squeezed out 
to trace their slow patterns across the 
bronze of the red giant’s flesh. He 
seemed engulfed in the deep, shaggy 
fur of the boar, in the embracing,'^ 
powerful aims — -but Wan Tengri’s 
back remained bent like a drawn bow. 
Great depressions became visible, 
sharply dmdowed, in his thighs and 
across the loins. His musculature 

stripped from him. darkened like 
bruised blood. Those who could see 
bis leather-bound wrists, deep sunk 
in the thick hair of the bear's back, 
saw that the thongs had bit into flesh 
and there was bl(^ there, too. His 
liands were dark red — were purple. 

Against the bear's chest. Won 


Tengri had twisted his face to the side 
and nis longs gas|>cd in air in spasms, 
and the long hair seemed to entangle 
his breath and impede it. He was no 
longer conscious of scent — of sound. 
There was blaclcness and blinding 
light before his eyes. There was an 
intolerable stricture about his shoul- 
ders and an agony in his straining 
heart. But wlm Tengri’s legs stiU 
thrust, strong and st raigh t, against 
the haunches of the bear ; his head 
was burrowing deeper beneath tic 
jowls, and tie curve of his back was 

a dean, true arch. Neither 

beast moved. That moment 

itself into an eternity, tlie locked 
counterpoise of musde against mnscle. 
It would be Ukc this to the death. 
When one gave, it would be the end. 
If the ar(m of Wan Tengri's back 
crumpled, he would be dircdded, 
pulp^ against the bear's chest. If 
the hear bent backward — 

A moan shivered over the harth* 
breathing mob for, almcst im- 
perceptibly — Wan Tengri's back had 
straighten^ I The true arch was 
flattening I If now he could not 
regain that curve, he was finished. 
And how could he ? Suidy, his 
muscles had been strained to the 
utmi»t long ago ; sorely this man 
racked by the tortures of the lance 
sling could not much longer endure 1 
It was true Wan Tengri's back had 
straightened. For a fraction, he 
relaxed the hard tautness of his 
muscles, but it was with a purpose. 
He let them sag as a man takes a 
breath before a plunge into deep 
frigid water. And then — 

The men who watched saw no 
change. It was imposrible that Wan 
Tengri's mascles should exert greater 
strength ; impossible 1 No. it was 
noth^ that their straining eyes 
could see, but they heard a sound. 
The bear had long since ceased to 
snarl and now, deep in its chest, it 
uttered a sound like — Uke a whine I 
It was a faint thing, barely audible, 
l^urtai heard it and leaped to his 
ieet. He threw both arms high 


above his head and b^n to chant 
with a wild and frantic voice, so that 
the thousands heard no more. 

Wan Tengri had heard that whine 
through the blindness that exertion 
laid in thick black blankets upon his 
brain. He heard it, and for a moment 
that might have been centuries, it 
meant nothing to him. Then triumph 
strained a muffled sliout from his 

depths of his soul, his will struck out, 
a lambent, flaming thing — and Wan 
Tengri found new strength. His 
— j.j — .. — gg atone and 


•aggrf tlitre was 


_ad thighs. His shoulders 

bunched mighty muscles beneath the 
crush of the be^'s foreaims, and the 
bear whined uain, more loudly, and 
with strain. Its muxtle— its mutzle 
was moving upward, was pointing 
toward the white-hot skies I 
Men were suddenly on their feet 
shouting. There were women who 
scream^ and tore at their clothing 
and. in their dens, captive animals 
snarled and crowded into the darkness 
of the farthest recess of their caverns. 
Men leaned across the barriers, shak- 
ing their fists, feces crimson with 
their hoarse, meaningless cries. The 
bear’s muezle was pointed straight 
upward and that way it stayed, 
rigid while the shouting reoch^ a 
crescendo that shook the earth ; 
rose and died, and rose again — and 
became silence. The end came sud- 
denly, The bear flung itself wildly to 
the earth. Its legs, with their 
slicing claws, wav^ in the air. 
Sand hfted in_a high, biting cloud.i 


It was then that Waa 'Tengri moved, 
if it could be called movement. Tlie 
arch of his beck did not change, but 
something that might have been the 
visible convulsion of his will rippled 
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over his bronsed body- Tlie bear's 
whine became shrill, became a scream 

muzale passed the zenith and 
wrenched crookedly backward ; Che 
spine bent like the slow draw of a 
mighty bow — and Bke a bow grown 
old nnd dry with disuse, it broke. 
The dull crack of it made a Sat 
echo across the arena and, instantly, 
the fury of men’s blood madness was 
let loose again. Men and women 

dairang in a Corybantic insanity — 
and E^urtai ran to Wan Tengri's 
sde and sliced the thongs from his 


Wan Tengri felt the plucking of 
Bourtai's hands and tlie prodding of 

moved feebly, as if in the csnvulsian 
of deaXii itsdf. The pounding of his 


was suflocating- He had never 

again would be able to suck in enougli 
air. He was free. He was no longer 
straining. By Christos, he had won ! 
It was the thought , rather than any 
conscious will, that dragged Wan 
Tengri to his feet. Straight and 
powerful stood the red giant above 
the carcass of the Heaven-Bear. 
Blood streaked his limbs, and it was 
his own, yet his bead ajid beard blazed 
like the sun, yet could not rival the 
fire that thrust from his conquering 
eyes. He towered above the froth of 
snail bearded men ; did not see the 
women who flung treasures of gold 
andjewcb at his feet. 

“to will Prestcr John crush all who 
oppose hini,'' he said thickly. “Bow 

But he spoke in Alexandrian Greek, 
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and his moment of triumph-bom 
strength deserted him — and Wan 
Tengri staggered and fell, face-down, 
across the bear he had ^n. In his 
box, Aosoka lifted a hand to touch 
the ruby that glowed on his forehead 
and his fat-creased eyes lost their 
hot fire. He gestured wi^ a padded 
hand artd, behmd him, six trumpeters 
blasted out their challenge, and his 
bearded guard struck spears upou 
their braaen shields. 

The ^ple in the amphitheater 
turned dasedly toward the box, and 
Aosoka was on his feet. 

"The barbarian fought well," he 
lisp^ "To the wizard whose slave 
he is, and whose spells won this 
victory, we award the post and honors 
of the bear, Nasati. Hereafter, 
Bourtai shall be the ofBcial execu- 
tioner of the bear-throne. It is 
spoken." 

The trumpets blared again and the 
crowds drew back from wSere Bourtai 
stood beside the unconscious Wan 
Tengri. And Bourtai grinned his 
shrewd smile and worked a small 
^U, so that the throng saw him not 
in hi-s rags but in golden silks, and 
with fire burning upon his head. 
From his presence, the aowd backed 
away and then turned end fled— so 
that Bourtai stood alone beside the 
unconscious red giant and the slain 
bear, and found himself ringed in by 
bearded spearmen who looked at him 
over their brazen shields and kept the 
keen blades turned toward his breast, 

"We take you, wizard," the leader 
growled, "to the abode of Nasati, the 
bear, but first we will chain this fierce 


Ir Wan Tengri knew of the things 
that subsequently happened, it was 
in the character of* dreams that 
mocked his exhausted slumber. Even 
his giant's strength had b«n sapped 
to the point of trapse, and bis sTeep 
was own brother to death itself. So 
that Bourtai, when he had struck off 
the chains, when he had bathed and 


anointed his wounds, watched fear- 
fullvbeside Wan Tengri. The chants 
an^ stinking fumes of Bourtai’s in- 
cantations lifted endlessly above the 
small white villa that had been the 
abode of Nasati, the Heaven-Bear, 
executioner of the Tinsunchi, in the 
idand city of the sea of Buryat which, 
in the tongue of its people, was known 

The time came when Wan Tengri’s 
sleep broke in dreams and through 
them he heard the angry rasp of 
Bourtai’s shouted threats and the 


pumng softness of a woman answer- 
ing with a gentleness so full of menace 
that Wan Tengri stirred and sat bolt 
upright. He growled at the stiff 
aching of his body, and the stab of 
his healing wounds, and then the 
wonder of the things about him for 
the moment bbttcd out the sounds 
that had awakened him, and he stared 
in amazement at the abode of Nasati, 


the bear. 

Wan Tengri found that he slept 
upon a soft couch of silk and that his 
coverings were silken also, and that 
his body was naked save for a chain 
of gold that hung about hi* neck that 
ended in a figure in red jade that was 
shaped like one of those idiotic picture 
words he had seen carved and ^nted 
upon the ancient Egyptian monu- 
ments of Alexandria. As for the 
room itself, the ceiling was high and 
rose tinted and. at the windows, anas 
of rich green cut out the white light 
of the sun. 

The lift of the woman’s voice hr the 
next chamber brought ^ attentioa 


back to the thing that had awakened 
him and Wan Tengri surged to hu 
feet and limped across the room. 
Where the bear had clawed him, 
there were great greenish welts 
rimmed in red and the airow rips 
made puckered angry mouths. lie 
swore again as the smooth play of 
muscles beneath his bronzeil skin 
jerked at tom firah and, from his leg, 
a thread of blood traced a twistM 
scrawl- Wan Tengri thrust aside a 
green silken airfain and stood against 


THE 


it, glowering at the bitterly gesticu- 
lating Bourtaj and the woman whose 

S Iden hair flowed silken about bare 
ouldere. 

"Throw her out, apeling," Wan 
Tengri growled. "I have still some 
sleeping to do." 

Bourtai whirled with a glad and 
his monkey eyes were bright, his wry 
^ twisted in a wide grin. But Wan 

wrinkles ^ned^ from their comers, 
and his solid Ups drew Arm together, 
for Bourtai’s garb was o£ rich bro- 
cades and jeweb winked from bands 
and belt, and the hilt of a dagger that 

were thrusting back into '^anTengri's 
brain, like scraps of a dimly remem- 
bered brawl after a night of drinking. 
He remembered women throwing 
jewels and gold at his feet, and he 
thought he could recaU that en- 
crusted da^er hQt, and the great sun- 

Bourtai’s robe. 

"So, thou thieving slave," he 
growl^, "you have robbed me while 
I slept I" 

Bourtai spread hb hands pbcat- 
ingly and skipped toward him, with 
a furtive baw glance toward the 
woman. "Nay, master," he whb- 
pcrcd, "could thy slave do less than 
do thee honor ? Pay no heed to thb 

thousand who wish to wed thee and 
will bring rich dowries and peat 
power ! Tomorrow, when you ^ve 
made your choice, you can 'be a great 
murai, a lord of Byoko I" 

Over Bourtai's head. Wan Tengri’s 
eyes went to the woman and there 

and her gaae lingered over the great 
thews of the red Rant's body. He 

bauble from the robe an^tossed it 
to the woman's pink-palmed hand. 
"Come back later, woman," he 

e led. "Now ! have some small 
less with this twisted monkey- 


Bourtai said slyly. "You must talk 

The woman's voice drawled out, 
slow and deep. "I understand well 
enough," she said, "that ^ou are a 
liar and a thief, Bourtai. Know, thou 
mighty one, that this carping wizard 
claims that it was his spdb slew the 
great Heaven-Bear, and that thou 
art no more than hb brainless ox of a 
slave. As for thb" — the accurately 
thrown bauble thudded against Wan 
Tengri's chest — "I am no woman of 
the camps, but came courting thee 
honorably, I have yet no husbands, 
for till you came, in all Bwko, there 
was no one worthy of Tossa, the 
Golden !" 


She ttlRNan and moved toward the 
curtained door slowly. Her feet were 
narrow and white and silver made soft 
rauac about her ankles. Wan Tengri 

S ' ned and then hb deep laughter 
edout. “So in Byoko, the women 
do the courting I" he shouted, "Small 
wonder a weakling can rule them and 
that their men are dwaxis t Ha I 
Now I know that Christos guided me 
here I Thb b the land 1 sh^ conquer 
and rule I Ho, thou Tossa of the 
golden hair, I shall make thee first 
of iw harem I" 

"Guard thy tongue, fool I" Bourtai 


Boortai's ro?e and lifted him from 
hb feet so that the wizard swung 
dangling before him, "So 1 am thy 
slave, thou offensive smell,” 

There was venom in the black eyes 
of Bourtai and the dagg er flicked from 
its sheath to press its needlepoint 
against Wan Tengri. "And likely to 
be a dead sbve," he snarled. "Fool, 
I saved thy life I Do ^u think 

free within ^b'dty walb ? Me, he 
does not fear, since hb magic b 
greater than mine — and you he will 
not fear, either, so long as he thinks 
you under my power I If that woman 
talks—" 
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breathM I" Despite the dagger, he 
shook Bourtai with a slow violence. 
"Now by Ahriman. small vermin, if 
yon lie to me—'' 

"Why then," said Bourtai sourly, 
"we are both dead men I" 

Wan Tengri’s solid lips stirred in a 

thief. Bourtai. and would cut my 
throat while I slept if it would profit 
you. Yet there are times wlien f 
think thy shriveled monkey’s flesh 
hides the heart of half a man." He 
set the small wizard csu:efully on the 
floor. "And I can use thy spelb and 
thy tongue. Speak with a true too^e 
for oQce in thy veironous life. Who 
is this woman with the hair of a 
Megar^an s|phmx and the bearing 

"I know not thy Megaraean 
sphinx," Bourtai grumbled, read- 
justing his brocaded robes. 

Wan Tengri's eyes were guesting 
over the room and he found piled 
fruit upon a golden salver, crossed to 
it with his long, powerful stride, "I 
need red meat. Bourtai See to it. 
Meanwhile — " He stuffed his mouth, 
and the juice trickled into his beard. 
"The sphinxes of Megaraea arc women 
of yen, wizard, and all their tresses 
are dyed yellow by edict of Caesar, 
last they mix with honest Roman 
dames— or so he says. But I think 
the dames like not the competition. 
Come, speak out — and truth, mind 
you. Bourtai, else I forget you have 
the heart of htdf a man and cut it 


Bourtai kept Ills sour tone but he 
told Wan Tengri of the order of 
Aosoka which had made liim execu- 
tioner in the stead of Nasati, the bear, 
"So we inherit Nasali's wealth, which 
is the wealth of those he has slMn and 
you can have your pick of the women 
of Byoko and become a murai by the 
marriage. This Tessa, for all her 

maid, a woman of the camps." 

Wan Tengri grinned, wiping his 
hands on his thighs. "Nay. and if I 


wished to enslave myself with a 
woman, there was the yellow princess 
of TurgohL Do than the great ladies 
here marry slaves ? Ho, rat-face, 

from my lord, small Bourtai I" 

Bourtai shrugged, but his bright 
eyes were anxious on Wan Tengri's 
face. "It would gain thee wealth, 
too, master," he urged. "Iwamyou, 
conquest here and thieving will bring 
only death. The priests have a 
mighty magic." 

Wan Tengri punted, "There were 
seven wizards 0? Kasimer in Turgohl, 
and they had ten thousand slaves with 
swords. Wlio triumphed there ?" 

"Thee. lord," Bourtai said humbly, 
"yet on the road to Byoko. a otoud 
made thee as one dead, and it is one 
ol the least of the magics of Aosoka." 

Wan Tengri'sheavy brows wrinkled 
in some small uneasiness, and be took 
long, restless strides about the room, 
swearing under his breath at the tug 
of his wounds. Slave to Bourtai he 
would not be. even in name, nor slave 
to any other living man though he 
must battle all their magics single- 
handed. As for these women who 
came courting men, be would have 
none of them, though that b^gar 
girl, Tossa, with her golden hair and 
her p r incely airs — He ripped aside 
the green hangings of a window and 
his eyes tightens to the white sun- 
glare that struck acro^ them. A 
trumpet sounded distantly. 

"The Hour of the Cock," Bourtai 
murmured behind him. "Best that I 
go for this red meat you crave." 

Wan Tengri grunted for reply. 
"I've not done with thee, Bourtai. 

iSs fierce eyes swept the cleared 
space about this villa of Nasati, the 
bear. A few trees threw their black 
shadows against the white wall and, 
at a spear-throw's distance bearded 
men with helmet and shield and lance 
formed a solid line about. Goldu 
Tossa was walking with high-held 
headthioughtheirjeeringranb. He 
could see the brou avenue of the 


Ataes and the palace of Ai 


Wan Tensri turned impatiently 
from the window, his eyes still blrared 
with sunlight — and Bourtei was gone. 
He swore and took long strides to- 
ward the door, yet turned aside. Let 
the small rat go I There were things 
which he must think through and he 
would do better without the thin 
complaint of that monkey voice in his 
ears. Everything he saw in this 
hidden city sharpened his desires for 
conquest. It was rich, this Byoko, 
and there was a mighty stren^h in 
that red legion when he had mastered 
it, and the magics of Aosoka. 

Wan Tengri went back toward tlw 

sword and greater lui^ upon the 
wall nearby. He nodded with satis- 
faction and reached out to feel the 
familiar hilt in his strong hand, swung 
it to gladden his earn with its deadly 
song. He frowned at the pain that 
stemmed from his still tormented 
wrists, but the hampering awkwurdr 
ness was gone. He was ready for 
battle and, abruptly, be knew that 
battle it must be. This rich dty— 
He swept aside the hangings and 
glowered toward the low. long lafade 
oithepalace. Now.byAhriman.that 
mu-st be his 1 Besides— his lips 
twisted in a slow grin— there was the 
matter of fulfilling his vow to Chris- 
tos 1 The new god had.stood by him 
well there in the arena. 

He stood with his broad shoulders 
holding apart the green rilken cur- 
tains, the curved sword in his fist and 
his fierce beard thrust out with the 
purpose that was hardening his gray 
hawk's eyes. Already, he was look- 
ing upon this dty as his — but much 
fitting lay between. It would not 
be enough to destroy - 


bidden fastness, he could c 


e of Chin. In his 
vdns was the blo^ of Macedonia and 
of Rome, and of the barbarians of 
the north. He knew the legends 
of Alexander, whom the Egyptians 
made a god, and of Caesar who had 
conquer^ a world. But neither of 
them even dreamed of such riches as 
lay here under his hand ! Wan 
Tengri laughed softly in his beard 
and his diaggy head lifted proudly. 
Of conqueror’s blood was he spnmg : 
the ages should sing his conquests. 
His nostrils arched. 

The babble and laughing shouta 
of the bearded guard whipped his 
thoughts from Olympus and he 
peered once more on reality, saw a 
strange thing in the hot beat of the 
sunli^t before bis window. The ring 
of guards was broken aside and, 
all togethar, they stamped upon the 
ground, or beat their spear-shafts, 
and thudded short swoni on brazen 
shields. Through the opening they 
thus made, fled a woman clothed in 
fiottering gcasamer. Her golden hair 
streamed and whipped in the wind — 
and after her bounded lithely the long 
and powerful form of a snow leopard I 
Its ^very coat glistened in the sun, 
and the rcpsettes were black as the 
ice-charcoal the men of Chin mined 
and burned. His red jaws were loll- 
ing, and the white slaver of fury was 
on his long fangs and, yard by yard, 
he gained upon the fleemg woman ! 

Tlie woman’s face was turned 

e -adingly toward the window where 
an Tengri stood, and be saw that 
it was the bt^gar girl who wa-s called 
Tossa, tlie GoTden. Her voice came 
to him, thick with terror. "Save me, 
Amlairic 1" she cried. "Oh, save me, 
thou bear ol might 1" 

Some slight thing about this mad 
chase like a fragment of a dream 
raised a strange doubt in Wan Ten- 
gri's mind, but the armed guard did 
nothing but beat encouragement to 
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the hei3t, now almost upon Tossa, 
It flashed across his mind that per- 
haps they wordiiped the snow leop- 
ard, in addition to the bear. In the 
Hind, there were great myriads of 
people who would kill no living thing ; 
not even a snake that thi^tened the 
Kfe of their first-bom. But this was 
only a flickering, dying thought in 
his brain, for Wan Tengri already 

A long 1^ hurled him through the 
window. Tfie sword flashed high in 
the sunlight and a hoarsely terrible 
shout burst from his throat. For an 
instant, the snow leopard flinched, 
its massive head and great amber eyes 
flicking toward Wan Tei^, then it 
raced on after Tossa, Bot the woman 
had hea r d his cry and she swerved 
toward where the red giant stood 
with the curved sword of Damascus 
poised in his hand. With a new 
strength, she raced ahead of the fangs 
of the owner and, for the moment, 
held her own. She darted past Wan 
Tengri and he sprang directly into 
the path oi the Uthe-leapiiig beast. 
He poised his sword in a blow that 
would slice off that feral, deadly head. 
The blade swept down — and rasped 
on steel that sang as fiercely as his 

Wan Tengri swore in amazement, 
leaped backward a full striA! to 
try again as the beast gathered 
its hind-quarters for a poundng 
charge — and suddenly, it was no 
snow leopard he fac^ at all, but 
a warrior of the red legion I The 
man wore an iron helmet upon his 
head and about it was twined the 
silken tail of a snow leopard and 
the visor was fierce with the beast's 
fangs. And there was a snarl of 
hatred upon the ' ' 


who, on a night when be swung 
helpless from a pole, had struck him 
in the teeth I And Wan Tengri 
uttered a great bellow of a laugh 
and made his sword sing shrilly m 


"Remember this, when 
;t your foul gods I Prester 
Id thee that he would re- 


John’s wounded leg flexed benea 
him, made him stumble, He saw 
the triumphant snarl upon the roan’s 
hclmeted face, saw the great two- 
handed sword swinging ^ do^ward 




Wan Tengri was not a man who 
thought in battle. His body and 
brain worked together in an amalgam 
of action that was as effortless as 
the continued breath of the hurri- 
cane for which he had been named. 
Even as he dropped to his knee, 
he had weighed the values. His 
good steel might ward the blow, but 
It was not a thing to gamble upon. 
The curved blade which had swmt 
so viciously downward at the sid^ 
leaping wamor whirled and flicked 


the bitii _ 
urve had been wrought. It 
id barely to caress the stout 
— ' were sweeping the 


biit 


I the ! 


• of 1 


Wan Tengri knew that once more 
he was face to face with enchant- 


forearms t ... j.. 

heaw straight sword dowr 
his skull, hut the blade lost direction. 
It turned in the air and the hilt 
shot upward as the point slanted 
toward the earth behind Wan Tengri. 
He caught the flat of the blade 
across his shoulders and even that 
drove the breath from his stretching 
nostrils in a whisthng grunt. The 
point of the heaw straight sword 
drove into the earth and it quivered 
there. For an instant after it struck, 
the hands of the red warrior atill 
gripped the hilt, then they loosened 
and fell to the earth~for those hands 
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were no longer attached to their 


The leopard warrior in the leopard 
helm stared stupidly at bis quivering 
sword. He stumbled past Wan 
Tenra and stooped toward the fallen 
hands. It was only when the warrior 
reached out for them that he became 
aware of the stumps of his arms 
from which the blood spurted in 
bright crimson streams to the dusty 
earth. He screamed then and ran 
with his shortened arms flung high 
above his head. Wan Tengn, with 
a fierce shout, buried the severed 
hands after him. When the man 
fell he did not stir again, for he 
had run out the convulsions of his 
death. 


There was a heavy frown on the 
broad forehead of ifran Tengri as 
he turned toward where the woman, 
Tossa, huddled against the white 
wall of his house. She smiled at 
him timidly. She came forward and 
dropped on her knees to kiss his 
dusty, naked foot. StHl frowning. 
Wan Tengri reached down to draw 

might question her, and the smile 
on her lips became joyous, and she 
threw her arms about bis neck. 

"Truly," she whispered, "you are 
a great and noble man, my husband." 

Wan Tengri growlrf m his chest. 
"There are things and enchantments 

By the gold-plated tusks of Ahriman, 
vrkai did you call me ? " 

"My husband," said Tossa, and 
sbe trembled and dropped her eyes 

"Don't jest with me, woman,” 
said Wan Tengri softly. "This steel 

Tossa shrank back from him, 
but her blue eyes lifted liquidly 
to his. "Nay, I do not jest, great 
Amlairic. TKou hast won me by 
right of capture and of battle, accord- 
ing to the laws and customs of 
Byoko, by which I must be either 


thy slave or thy wife. I did kiss 
thy feet in slavery, and you, moiit 
noble of men, you did lift me to thy 
arms as thy wife I" 

Wan Tengri swore and strode up 
and down fiercely. He glared toward 
where the bearded men of Byoko 
were laughing, yet respectfully, for 
the corpse of the leopard warrior 
lay at their feet. And Wan Tengri 
gestured savagely toward the house. 

"Get inside there, woman," he said 
roughly. "There will be a way out 
of this trickery 1 " 

But Tossa smiled and dropped 
her eyes demurely. "I will go where 
thou biddest me, my husband," she 
said gently. "But I had not thought 
yet to come to my marriage bed." 

And she turned and walked with 
her downcast eyes toward the en- 
trance of the bouse that had been 
the abode of Nasati, the bear, and 
now was the abode of Prester John. 
And Wan Tengri sfrangled his curaes, 
u_. — 1,1 — . — lother the groan 


but could n< 
that came afterward. 

"Qiristos. send that sci 
ape of mine back swiftly,” 




"Damn thy b 

hell, Bourtai, where are 3rou ?" 

And then; because the bearded 
men were eyeing him curiously, and 
because there was nothing eise he 
conld think to do for that futile 
rage burned in his brain, Wan Tengri 
wiped his sword dry on bis thigh, 
and fumbled it for a while. And 
then he went inside the house where 
Tossa, his beggar bride, but withal 
a very beantiHl bride, awaited him. 
He bung his sword on the wall. And 

passed — and Bourtai id not return. 


VI, 


Wan Tengri stretched his giant's 
body at ease upon his silken couch 
and listened in drowsiness and a 
vast content while Tossa murmured 
to him and combed the tangles from 
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hk fierce beard — from the fiery mane 

"Thou art indeed a man of might, 
nw lord, as I was told," said Tossa. 
"fhere is nothing you cannot do. 
my lord, no great deed j|ou cannot 
dare — and yet you are kind to the 
beggar girl who is tJiy - - . thy 
wife," 

Wan Tengri’s solid lips relaxed 
in a smile and he opened his gray 
eyes a little to look up into the 
flushed face above him. “^'Oh, you're 
all right." he mumbled. "Jt was 
only that 1 thought you had tricked 
me. I am not a gentle man when 
tricked I" 

"Oh, my lord, I would not dare 
to trick Aee I" Tossa's blue eyes 
opened very wide. 

"And therein you are wise, Tossa. 
Fetch me food." 

Tossa rose lithely to her feet and 
Wan Tengri watched the grace of 
her movements with lasy pleasure. 

‘Nay," she said, 'T am not wise, 
I am but an ignorant beggar girl, 
but I am glad to have pleased my 
lord.” She hesitated, stooping to- 
ward him. "Will I still please you. 
mighty Amlairic, when you have 
risen In power ? When you have 
become . . . yes, I think you might 
even become a murai of Byoto I 
You could aspire that high." 

Wan Tengn frowned, "A mere lord 
of Byuko ? So that is all you think 
of me ?" He swung his feet heavily 
to the floor, reached out his blunt 
fiogeis to knot into a fist like a mauL 
"I hold Byoko like that, in the hollow 
of my hand. When I please, I shall 
swew Aosoka from his throne — " 

"Oh, softly, my lord I Softly I 
" ot to speak so of the Grandson 


of Heav 


re I" A roar rumbled in Wan 
’s throat. "I will stir the red 
to revolt and give the city to 
As for this Ao»ka, I will snip 


that thy soft heart has been touched 
by the fate of thy kinsmen, the 
Tokhari — 

"Well, there is that," Wan Tengri 
assented. "The loot means little.’’’^ 
"Pray, my lord, speak more softly. 
The priests have long ears !" 

"•rhe ears of aasesi" said Wan 



"My magic will upon his, when 
I am ready!" 

"Oh, be merciful, my lord I" Tossa 
dropped upon her knees, her palms 
ple^ng upon his thiglu. "If the 
priests take thee, my^ot will be — 
awful. I tell thee truth, my lord. 
Bend close that 1 may whisper," 

"Speak it out I" But Wan Tengri 
bent closer to her, and his eyes 
flicked, frowning, toward the port- 
ieted windows aud door. Tossa’s 
breath tingled against bis ear, and 
his blunt lingers wound into her 
golden tresses, 

"The priests of the long ears," she 
whispered, "hear all tSngs, even 
through walls of stone ; and the 
burning glass upon the pyramid in 
the palace court will ^ Aosoka 
where trouble lies. The blood-red 
bear Aosoka wears upon his brow 
gives him to swallow all wisdom 
when he places it in his mouth I And 
all men who look into Aosoka’s eyes, 
aye, and all women, too, must do 

"Lies, all lies to iri|htea slaves," 
Wan Team said uneasily. 

"Nay, lord, thy magio is great — 
but the magic of Aosoka is greater 1" 

Wan Tengri flung the girl iroin him, 
took great strides across the silk- 
hung chamber. "Now by the body 
of Christos, this Aosoka — ’’ 

Tossa uttered a small scream. 


Wan Tengri glanced sharply to- 
ward the curtained window whem the 
silks seemed briefly to sway. He 
bounded toward it and his hand tore 
the curved sword from the wall — but 


when be swept aside the soft ^een 
drapes, there was nothing visible ; 
nothing save the bearded gnards at a 
distance and the white-hot beat of the 
sun. He crossed baclc to Tossa with 
long, flexed strides and the sword still 
glittered in his list. 

"I will tell thee a thing that is in 
my heart," ’ he said, and he curbed his 
mmbling voice. "I do not think 
Aosoka’s magic is great, but if it is, 
then I have a greater I This bauble" 
— and he struck his fist upon the bit 
of the True Cross so that his chest 
boomed like a drum of wood — "this 

magic. Who owns it an'k believes — 
nay, these ears and long-seeing eyes 
are naught but folseho^ to scan 

There was a curious ^leam in the 

bit of silk-wiapped wood about Wan 
Tenm's neck, but she hid the look 
quii^y, and when she rose to stand 
clos e against the red giant, her eyes 
were limpid with concern, with wor- 

’^Von know all things, my lord," 
she ■mid humbly, "yet not all these 
things could be lies. Look you, when 
you escaped so ea^y the devils of 
the high-grass, did not the devil 
scream ? And afterward, did not 
the red legion come swiftly to take 
thee ?" 

A scowl darkened Wan Tengri's 
brow, "Aye. he screamed right 

"And when you did slay the Tin- 
sunchi upon the Road of llraven. did 
not one ol them scream — and after- 
ward came the Heaven-Bear himself, 
roaring, and you fell as one dead }" 

Wan Tent's sword swung rest- 
lessly at his aide. He swung his head 
from side to aide, and he was like a 
great bear, baited, "It is as you say, 
yet how could you know these 

Byoko knows them, lord," 
Tossa whispered, "for the priest of 
the ears lieard the scream and 
Aosoka asked of the burning glass 
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what was happening, and it told him 
of things a day's march away upon 
the Road of Heaven." 

Wan Tengri swore and there was 
worry in his frowning eyes. He was 
remembering the scream that had 
made his ears ache after it bad ceas^ 
to sound, and the quickness svith 
which help had come m answer to it. 
By Ahriman, it must have been in 
answer I And how else could Aosoka 
have known these things save by 
magic ? Wan Tengri swore again 
and. aitffward, he laughed, out 
not with a full throat. 

"I and my bauble have overcome 
greater enchantments," be said 
roughly, "and 1 do not fear your 
Aosoka, nor your ass-eared priests." 
He checked his pacing, and grinned. 
"If Aosoka knows all this, then he 
knows, too, that I mean to render 
his soft fat from his bones and take 

"It may well be, my lord. Indeed, 
I think it certain 1 " 

Wan Tenm threw back his head 
and hughed, and the walls vibrated 
with it. "Then, mark you, Tossa, 
Aosoka fears me ! Else would he 
have slain me long ago I My magic 
is greater than his I" 




a of a 


a sword on shield 
ts brazen summons through the 
room and Wan Tengri whirled, the 
swordreadyinhishand. Behindhim, 
Tossa slipped a dagger from a hidden 
sheath and masked it against her 


• eyes v 




shining. She moved softly closer to 
Wan Tengri. 

"Mayhap they come to slay now, 
master," she whispered. "Well, may 
they fear thy might— and yet I do 
not think t^t IS why they have 
delayed." 

Wan Tengri growled in his throat, 
but made no other answer, and the 
brazen summons clanged again and 
Tossa spoke on, rapidly. , 

"I think they delayed," she said, 
"for tliat they wish to learn your 
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^Rss-devils ; that could uy tLe 
the great Heaven-Bear himself could 

TnattcTS. since he has sucked all truth 
from the biood-rcd bear. If one 

might also— cmd Byoko Is longer 
safe I Guard thy secrets well, master, 
if they come not to slay thee now. Do 
not even dream of them at night, 
lest the magic of Aosoka tear them 
from thy brain I" 

Wan Tengri lifted his hand to press 
the bit of the True Cross, and went 
toward the door, striding, so that 

the chamber. For an instant she 
watched him with her gleaming eyes 
— but Wan Tengri swept a^de the 
curtains of the dixr and narrowed his 
gaze lance-points of sun- 

behind her four children bowed their 
woman held in her hands a helmet 

leopard. Relief flooded Wan Tengn 
so that his muscles loosened, but his 
eyes shot fiercely beyond the woman 
to the ring of bearded guards. They 
did not threaten. Pliagh / This 
Tossa had worked on his apprehen- 
»ons until thiw made him a jackal for 
fright. But It was in love she had 
sp^en, of course. She feared for his 

Wan Tengri's shoulders swayed 
stiffly as he moved soft-footed toward 
the tneeling woman. He thrust the 
sword through the golden sash that 
bound the soft green of the silken 


The woman lifted her face, and the 
rich red hair streamed across it. and 

the redness of weeping in her eyes. 

"To the conqueror, the spoils," she 
said thickly. 'T am Hildaic, whose 


man you slew this day. and these are 
his sons — thy slaves now." 

WanTengri frowned at the woman’s 
heed, bow^ again, and he swore in 

but he wanted no hostile spies about 

done! arid battle to be fought, and 
this woman and her sons — He 
caught the hostile glare of a half- 
grown boy's eyes that met his, un- 
daunted. Something like a grin 
twitched at Wan Tengri’s lips and his 
e^ tautened In a momentary hint of 

"1 like not this talk of slavery," he 
said harshly. "A man may slay a 

wanior may enslave a kinsman's 
widow and his orphans. thou to 
Visimar and bear him this message 
from Amlairic, as brother greets 
brother." He twisted his head about 
to see how Tossa took his gesture, but 
her eyes were on the ground. Wan 
Tengri frowned, and spoke to her 
ronghly, "Fetch the golden salver 
from the table, woman !" 

Tessa turned without word and 
when she returned, WanTengri lifted 
the widowed Hild^c to her feet and 
placed the salver in her hands. 

‘ 'Accept this gift and, with it thy 
freedom, Hildaic, kinswoman," he 
said gently. "Now go." 

He swui^ about and his shoulders 
rolled with perceptible swagger as he 
went in through the doorway. Behind 
him. the woman's voice lift»i in grati- 
tude and in praise. 

Tossa said humbly. "Thou are a 

of thy great wealth." ^ 
»*iin Tengri looked toward her 
sharply, but Tessa’s eyes remained on 
the floor — and Wan Tengri glowered 
about the apartment, ?rom which 
Bourtai already had stripped every- 
thing of value save the salver, which 
bad come lately. His face began to 

"You shall see how generous I can 
be," he said gruffly, ''when I have 


great ai 
freely ol 


"I shall wait, "Tossa murmured and 
turned away. "I go to find the food 
my lord ordered." 

She vanished into another apart- 
ment and Wan Tengri stood staring 
where the curtains swayed, and mut- 
tered curses into bis beard. But 
Tossa was too humble and loving to 
mock him. He was almost sure she 


li WAS while he still stood so that 
he heard the clatter of flopping 
sandals as someone ran across the 
hard earth outside, and Bourtai stag- 
gered in through the curtains, panting, 
and darted toward him with both 
clawed, dirty hands reaching out in 
appeal. 

\Van Tengri grinned and felt — 


fidence filling him again. "So hast 
been caught cuttii^ purses, eh thief ? 
Will thy monkey hands never learn 
wisdom ?" 

"A priest," gasped Bourtai. "A 
long-eared priest " 

'*NVas it a rich purse, apcling ?" 

Bourtai swallowed coavnlsjvely, 
stilled the shuddering that shook ^ 
his body and his voice came out, thin 
and high and breathless. "The priest 
ovethearf your boasting, fool 1 He 

Wan Tengri hunched his shoulders 
heavily and his hand glided toward 
his swoid hilt. "Nay," he grumbled, 
"it does not matter. Since all things 
are known to Aosoka, the priest can 
take him no new thing." 

"They can take to Aosoka thy fat 
head 1" Anger made Bourtm's voice 
shrill, but it broke to a frightened 
whine as Wan Tengri's hand twisted 
into the brocades of his rich robe and 
lifted him, and shook him briefly. 

"Keep a dvfl tongue between thy 
teeth, wizard, or you’ll lack the teeth 
for the job 1 Now again, and slowly, 
what threatens !” 

But even as Bourtai began his 
whining recital, there came another 
sound which blotted out his words. 
Not that it was loud, but it was a 


sound that could make the ve^ earth 
shiver. Steadily, inexorably, it came, 
the tread of marching men. Wan 
Tengri flung Bourtai nom him and 
heard the small twisted wizard whim- 
pering with his iright ; heard pres- 
ently the whisper of Tessa's naked 
feet beside him. 

"Thy food, master," she said. 

Without looking toward her. Wan 
Tengri took the food and stuffed it 
into his mouth. The champ of his 
thick-muscled jaws sped his thinking 


debate. Two things were possible in 
this new attack Aosoka launched 
upon him ; either the priest actually 
had heard his insults and they had 
stirred Aosoka to anger ; or the 
marchers were come once more to try 
the magic of grass-devil and Tinsun- 
chi upon him. The magic of the whip 
and of their flying arrows he did not 
fear particularly, but this grass-devil 
fog was another matter. Against it 
he had no defense and he hadno wish 
to fall to earth without a blow struck, 
eyes and tongue straining from their 
roots under the strangulation that 
needed no bow-string about his 
throat 1 

It might be the better part of valor 
to flee now, while only this thin ring 
of bearded guards surrounded his 
home I Wan Tengri growled an oath 
in his throat, dried ms food-greased 
hand on his rube, and ms eyes 

went longingly toward his bow. They 
had been careful to give him no 
arrows for it, by Ahriman I Yet 
there was his sword. His band 
touched the hat, cunningly designed 
to the grasp of his giant's fist. 

"Oh.youai ' ' ' '•"•d- 


^ ' Bourtai 

.vhining at his elbow. "This 

beggar girl is neither Tokhari nor 
Tinsunchi, but an outcast from both. 
If you must take a woman, why not 
one of these I picked for thee ? 
Wealth, tliey would have brought, 
and powerful friends I It was be- 
cause these women wanted thee that 
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Aosoka withheld his hand. Yet you 
choose a be»ai-niaid, no doubt 
as many h^baods as there arc 
soldiers ui camp will have hsr — " 
Tossa sprung upon him with a 
flashing doKec and Wan Tengri 
barely bloc^d her vdth a heavy 
arm thrown about lier body. She 
twisted against the restraint, trying 
to get at the sbrinking Bourtai with 
her knife, and Wan Tengri was 
conscious of the crawl of hw alks 
against hrm lithe flesh. 

”My lord, he lies I" she cried. 
“You know il I had ever another 

"There is this blond stripling, 
Thanamund," Bourtai snarled, and a 
dagger was in his own fist. 

"He is my brother, lord 1 ” 

Wan Tenm’s solid lips stirred in 
smiling. "It is a matter that can 
wait," he said. "The girl pleases me, 
apeling, that is all you nei^ to know. 
I)o the two of you brawl here until I 
come back to set T^sa beside the 
throne of Aosoka I" He chnckled, 
thrust Tossa back and combed blunt 
fingers through his beard, smooth 
from Tessa's combing. "Be a good 
monkey, Bourtai. and perhaps 1 will 
let thw chatter words of your 
iancied wisdom in ray ear — than." 

He turned his back upon them and 
strode, soft-footed, toward the cur- 
tain. As he want, he stripped the 
rilks from his thick shoulders so that 
they hung oti his golden sash. His 
beard and hair, rumpled by quick 
thrusts of his hands, stood out like 
fierce wires of drawn copper. As he 
brushed aside, the curtains, the sword 
in his fist caught a blaze of sunlight, 
and he began to sing raucouky. 
The curtain swung shut with a thut 
silken whisper, stirred a while and 
was stilL I’ossa turned her blue eyes 
upon Bourtai and they were hot with 

^ you attempt treachery, 
Bourtai f' It was a whisper, 

"He is worth nothing to us dead I" 
Bourtai said sullenly. "Naught 
makes him fight like anger. Tuat 


was all I sought I What were you 
thinking of, to make him boast ? 
It is a thing Aosoka will not tolerate." 

Tossa smiled, sleepily as a cat, and 
toyed with her dagger. 

"I but cemented his purpose to 
seize the throne," she said softly, 
"and his magic will take him throi^h 
this battle unscathed. Hark ye, 
Bourtai, £ will accept no dictation 
and no slander from thee I One thing 
I promised, and it shall be thine fur 
faithfulness — Aosoka's ruby of wis- 
dom I Beware lest I leave thee no 
tongue with which to feel its wisdom 
—and no mouth to put it in 1 Now, 
let us see what this champion of ours 
accomplishes I" 

Bourtai was shivering though there 
was hatred in the black glitter of his 
eyes. Ho bowed his body slavishly. 

“Yes, Highness," ha murmured, 
and there was a secret sly smile on 
his mouth as Tossa turned her 
haughty back upon him. 


OtrtsiDE, in the white beat of 
the sunshine, Wan Tengri marched 
steadily toward the circle of bearded 
guards, his shoulders swinging broadly 
to the rhythm of the marching song 
he chanted. And as be walked, ha 
tossed his sword high into the air. » 
that it whirled in a brilliant pinwheei 
of flapK to fall, hilt-first, into his fist. 
He did that again ajid a^ain. 

"Ho, guard I" he cnod, and he 
spoke the language of the Tokbaii 
"Ho, my feeble dwarfs, Aosoka hath 
sent for his executioner I No doubt 
to lop off a few of thy bearded heads I 
Form up there ; form up ! Shall 
Nasati, the bear, go before his lord 
without an escort ? Form up I" 

Bearded, fierce small faces glared 
toward him, and heavy brows 
wrinkled in puzzlement, but one 
whose armored shield held great 
omafa bosses that built together a 
walking bear, strode forwmd 
the rest and answered haltingly in 
the tongue Wan Tengri spoke. 

"We have no word, Nasati I" 


SONS OF 


BEAS-COD 


"You have mine I" Wan Tengri 
mwlcd. "Did you not see from 
Bourtai's baste how urgent was the 
summons ? Form up — or shall I 
report to AosoYa that bis captain 
refuses his orders?" He tossed bis 
sword high into the air ^ain, and the 
captain's wes followed it, flinchingly. 
But Wan Tengri stepped forward and 
set his blunt fingers about the man's 
throat, and the sword flashed down 
behind him to bury its ^ging point 
in the hard earui. Wan Tengri 
tossed tbo man backward a full ftmr 
cubits. 

"DoTOU refuse your orders, fool ?" 
Wan Tengri rasped. "Form up my 
guard I March with me to the palace 
of Aosoka 1" His hand speared 
behind him to the hilt of his sword 
and he swung it restlessly, hungrily 

Hatred grinned on the captain's 
mouth as he picked himseli dustily up 
from the earth. "It is well,' he 
hissed. "Those who go to Aosoka 
without summons never need that 
summons again — and either way, thy 
fate will be sweet in my mouth I" 
Wan Tengri's solid lips moved back 
from his teeth and he was well 
pleased. These dogs were easily 
cowed by a show of authority— 
—especially since they believed him a 
great magician. He struck tile cap- 
tain carelessly across the month with 
loose knuckles, and the red blood 

"So a sUve sneers at Aosoka ?" he 
asked ominously. "I shall see how 
Aosoka takes to this criticism from a 

The blood stood out brightly 
against the captain’s whitening Ups, 
ran slow dr^lets over the stiff, 
individual hairs of his heard, and 
there was real fright now. "Nay.ldo 
hut praise Aosoka, " he muttered. 
"He is great and merciful and fearless. 
He . . . yes, I form your guard at 

He turned and chatt«ed at the 
curious staring spearmen in the mon- 
key tongue of the Tinsunchi and they 


formed double ranks to each side and 
before and beliind Wan Tengri, and 
they swung off toward the sound of 
tramping l^cn feet and slashing 
sword that Med aU the air with its 
nearness. Wan Tengri’s keen eyes 
stabbed ahead toward the junction of 
crooked streets where the two forces 
of men would meet, It was narrow 
and would be close-crowded by armed 
men ; too crowded for bow-work. If 
it came to that, his sweetly craved 
Damascus steel could reap a fearful 
harvest there. Wan Tengri laughed 
and bellowed out once more his 
marching song, stretching his power- 
ful legs so that the Uttle bearded men 
must trot to keep the pace. And he 
flung his glittering sword again into 
the high air, so that it seemed another 
blazing sun, whirling, whirling— 

"Now you spirits of tlie high air." 
chanted Wan Tengri, "thou Itugri 
who ore my father and my mother, 
winds of the hurricane, enter my steel 
to make it swift as thy lightnings and 
more deadly 1 Breathe upon it, my 
mother and my father, that I may 
have thy blessing and thy strong 

Won Tengri had more room about 
him after that. Ahead of him, the 
first men of the guard were rounding 
the corner of the crooked street and 
they shouted in their hoarse, edged 
voices, sharp explosive sounds like 
curses. The captain's neck stiffened 
and he ran swiftly forward — and 
Wan Tengri did not check hU pace. 

"Forward 1" he shouted deeply. 
"Forward to the palace of Aosoka, 
for ^ master, Aosoka, has sran- 

Voices lifted in brawling, and the 
progreM of his guard was cheeked and 
Wan Tengii strode forward, brushing 
aside small stubborn men from his 
path. The crowd pressed closet about 
him, and laughter rumbled in Wan 
Tengri's chest. Ifitwastobefaattle — 


Hi! ROUKDED the crave, a great 
galley plowing among small, piratical 
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craft, head and shoulders above the 
Tinsunchi spearmen, and beheld a 
red legion blocking all the street 

"Ho, there, Visimar I" he shouted. 
An fron-armored man who wore 
the boss of the Bear upon his helmet 
stepped forward, '’visimar is not 
here," he growled. "I. Maidoiic, 

"Then get your slaves from my 
pathl” W^n Tengri thundered. "I 
go to answer the summons of 
my master, Aosoka I Forward, my 
guard ! Brush these slaves horn 

Mardorlc's face darkened with 
blood, but Wan Tengri was striding 
toward him, and the little spearmen 
were thrusting forward the long 
glittering points of their lances. 

"Thou, Maidoric," Wan Tengri 
th^ at him. "Fall in your red 
legion behind my guard, if you have 
business with me. It can wait imtil 
I have answered the summons of 
Aosoka I Delay me at your peril I" 
He was face to face with the front 
ranks of the legion, who stood shield 
to shield aaoss the street, but as yet 
they held no swords in their hands. 
There had been no order, and 
Maidoric delayed. 

Wan Tengri spat out the 

having heard it so many times at the 
Circus in Alexandria. "Split, and 
line the walls in double ranks. Salute, 
slaves I Salute Nasati the bear I 
Salute the executioner of Aosoka, 
who this day becomes mtcrid I " 

For an instant, hard, blue, wary 
eyes met his, and taut hands moved 
toward sword hilts, but Wan Tengri 
q>un his own bbde into the air 
and laughed — and began to march. 
Mardoric echoed his coramaud sul- 
lenly, end the legion divided rtself 
agamst the walls and afterward 
swung in behind the guard of Tin- 
sunclu. And Wan Tengri kept his 
place ahead of the marching men. 
"Mardoric I" Wan Tengri shoutrf. 


'To my side I 




There was a delay and then Mar- 
dpric trotted up beside Wan Tengri 
with his drawn sword aswing across 
bis chest. 

"There is no dispute here," Wan 
Tengri told him calmly. "Yon came 
to summon me before Aosoka. and 
Wore Aosoka I go. Wliere is 

Mardoric's face was stern and hard 
un(br the metallic rim of his helmet. 
Red hair swung about his shouldere, 
but it could not rival the fierce 
brightness of the mane of Wan Tengri 

"Visiraar is rmder guard in bis 
tent," Mardoric answered shortly, 
"He will receive a hundred laslies for 
each of the Tinsunchi killed under his 
charge, and each tenth man of his 
legion win die— if thou canst kill 
them, Amlairic, viurai” 

Wan Tengri laughed and his eyes 
glowed with hidden fires. "Why, 
that is as may be, Mardoric, and as 
the spirits of the high air will it. 
Rejoin thy men." 

There was a fiercer su^ing of Wan 
Tengn's pulses and his shouldere 
thrust forward more eagerly as he 
strode on ahead of the guard. He 
had hoped that Visimar might be on 
guard at the palace, but perhaps this 
was belter. A roan sentenced to be 
lashed to death, and those others 
who were to die bencatlt the sword, 
would make eager allies. For it was 
plain that Bourtai had spoken truth ; 
Aosoka had sent the red legion to kill 
him. No summons to duty would 
have needed so many grim men I It 
was not the day nor the hour Wan 
Tengri would have chosen, but before 
the trumpets sounded again to pro- 
claim the Hour of the Ape, Wan 
Tengri would be Emperor of Byoko. 
of the Tinsunchi and the Tokbari— 
or Wan Tengri would be dead 1 
"And," Wan Tengri muttered in 
his beard, "I think I shall not die 
before I mount Aosoka's throne. I 
think I shall know when the sands of 
my life are running low, Ahi! I 
r-i. or less likely for 


death— that 




m death I" 


He spun the sword flasbin^Iy aloft 
again, and roared out his deep 
laughter at his own grim jest — and 
they came to the steps of the palace 
of Aosoka. And a red-robed priest 
with long golden ears affixed to his 
skull so tliat his face was scarcely 
visible, stepped into the middle of 
the broad doorway and pointed an 
accusing hand at Wan Tengri. 

'‘Disarm and slay that man," he 
thundered. "I heard him, and he 
plots the death of Ausoka I I heard 


VII, 

As INSTANT, 'Wan Tengri ^ared to- 
ward the accusing jiriest, seeing the 
small, venomous face between those 

S rat, upthrusting ears. Wan Tengri 
t the stir of anger that was ever 
the spur that fear lent to his stout 
heart. Heard him, bad this accursed 
priest ? Heard him when he muttered 
too low for the men two paces behind 
to catch his words ? 'To Ahriman 
with their accursed magic 1 Piester 
John had a greater ! 

"So you heard me I" Wan Tengri 
roared, and before there bad even 
been an answering shout from Uie 
Tinsunchi behind him, he sprai^ up 
the steps with great elastic strides^ 

glistening white marble. "So you 
heard me I It is the last thing_ thou 

The sword in Wan Tengri’s fist 
whirled from the wrist and made two 
Sashing circles, one on each side of 
the pnest'a shaven poll I A thin 
scream lifted from the priest’s hlaclc- 
toothed mouth and he turned wd 
fled wtfli both hands fluttering high 
in the air, and the darkness of the 
palace emridor swallowed him — but 
be was without any cars at all and 
tlie eager red spurted from each »de 
of his naked skull 1 Wan Tengri 
stooped and caught up the golden 
ears from where they bad fallen, and 


saw the shorn flesh within their 
sockets — and he thrust them inside 
his girdle so that they pressed their 
smooth, metallic faces warm against 
the plated muscles of his body as he 
faced toward the Tinsunchi, and the 
red legion behind them. 

’ 'I hear thee, with my magic,” Wan 
Tengri mocked them. "I hear the 
cowartUy whispering of thy hearts 1 
They arc sayii^ that surely this is no 
mere man who can notch the magic 
ears, and you are right. This day I 
rule in Byoko — and who opposes me 
shall die, for look you" — and he 
waggled his bands beside his head 
like great ears while the sword beneath 
his arm dropped slow red driblets on 
the white marble — "I can hear your 
hearts, and I know." 

Wan Tengri laughed and leaped 
backward, and under the urging of 
his weighty shoulders, brazen doors 
swung shut across the entrance of the 
TOlace. Outside, the wail of the 
Tinsunchi and the battle shout of the 
legion lifted. A spear clanged against 
the brazen door and the reverbera- 
tions marched ahead along the 
corridor, and a swift sped arrow just 
put its iron tip through the metal 
barrier. Wan 'Tengri dropped a great 
bar into the sockets that round the 
brazen doors shut, and he raced on 
through the antechamber where a 
prince’s ransom in the furs of the 
randzs draped the walls ; and across 
the court of the perfunied fountains 
where the white pyramid bore its slim 
eolunm with the golden ladder. The 
magic glass upon its crest winked a 
blinding eye toward Wan Tengri’s 
swift gJance. 

"Presently," Wan Tengri mut- 
tered. " Presently, I shall be back 
for thee, my beauty 1 There is 
another treasure I crave I" 

He bounded across the court, and 
his nostrils drank deep of the spiced 
aroma of fountains and the crorth of 
growing things. This, all this would 
be his presently, when he had done n 
bit more killing I He sprang into the 


deer irooti a spit, and his eyes 
□uested" about restlessly. From the 
oarkness, a speaipoint caught a glint 
of iight as it leaped toward his breast I 
Wan Tengri's curved sword riashed 
the air in precise, careless tuning, and 
the apearpoint leapt from the shaft 
and the wooden stave, slanting aside, 
thudded glascingly across his chest. 
It made a low, deep booming sound 
and Wan Tengri laughed. 

"Your spears glance from my magic, 
fools 1" he bellowed. "Throw down 
your weapons and flee— flee from the 
wrath of the new ruler of Byoko 1" 


Kow, a dark curtain whipped aside 
from the corridor ahead and there 
were two ranks of archers, one 
kneeling and one standing, with 
arrows drawn till the heads snugged 
against the bow. A word of commend 
cracked, end the bows twanged all 
together, a vidous lethal chorus. 
They delayed an instant too long. 
Wan Tengri hit the floor, rolling, even 
as the command snapped out and the 
arrows snarled overhead, so that 
before the archers could notch a 
second arrw, he was up among their 
close-packed ranks — and the swiit 
sword beat time to Wan Tengri's 
bellowed curses and bis deep laughter, 
and its glitter swiftly dimmed and 
became an ominous <3ark flail in the 
darkness ; the sword of an angel of 
death. 

Some men lived through the hurri- 
cane that swept over them, and they 
fled screaming along the corridors 
and their voices lifted wails of woe 
and despair. Wan Tengri stood 
among the strewn, twisted bodies of 
the Sain, and bis bowed great 
shoulders were splashed with blood 
that was not his own — and before 
him were the brazen doors of the 
throne room. His sword arm was 
flexed and the curbed tip poiirted the 
way he must go. He went that way. 
and the brazen doors reristed bis 
thrust. A fury sdzed on Wan Tengri. 


and he set his bunched shoulders 
against tbeir middle, arid his bare 
feet gripped the marble pavement. 

that he gleamed Kke^ man of metal, 
oi bronze and brass and tempered 
steel. The doors creaked ; the strong 
doors groaned and there was a sharp 
explosion and the straps that held 
the locking bar burst their rivets. 
The bar feu to the floor with a sudden 
clang and the heavy doors swung 
fiercely inward to jar against walls 
of stone. They filled the long 
throne-room with a brazen challenge 
like the beat of sword upon a god's 
shield. 

Wan Tengri stood upon the thres- 
hold and lifted his panting chest, and 
thrust his sword straight forward 
toward the throne. 

"Yield you now.Aosokal’’ heeded, 
and his voice boomed through the 
emptiness. "Yield you now to the 
mercy of Wan Tengn. lest that mercy 
be withdrawn I" 

He could see Aosoka clearly upon 
the throne, could see the semicircle 
of flanking spear guards and the three 
robed priests behmd — but one of the 
priests had bleeding stubs where his 
eats had been and Wan Tengri could 
feel that UlCTe was fear beneath the 
bear-mask and the serpent-mask that 
hid the faces of the other two. 
Aosoka lounged upon the golden 
throne and fingered his oiled locks, 
and the smile upon bis lips was a 
carmined smear. Wan Tengri moved 
forward, one slow portentous foot 
before the other, and the muscles 
rippled upon his trunk, and the drag 
of the ^le-green robe only hsH- 
masked the hthe power of 1^. 
He saw now why Aosoka could smue. 
The curtain of golden gauze draped 
between him and the menace of the 
red barbarian's sword. Behind the 
gauze, the anned men of the guard 
had not troubled to set their spears 
forward. Wan Tengri's lips curled 
back from his teeth. So it was magic 
hemustflghtt ToAhiiman'shuming 
hell with their accursed magic ! 


THE BEAR-GOD 


SONS OF 


Wan Tengri sliouted ami leaped 
forward, lured by the hateful mocIsBiy 
of Aosoka's smile, and he lifted his 
mighty body high and set his mighty 
^ultlets to tear down that golden 
gauze. His ssvord reached to slit it 
and — he damped the blunt fingers of 
his left hand upon the thin magic 
barrier. Andwhayhisswordtouched 
spurts of white-blue fire shot from the 
rauzp.so that his keen steel was driven 
his grip, but his left hand welded 
to the gauze, A cry of rage and pain 
and, pCThaps, something of fear, tore 
from his throat. He tned to wrench 
his hand free of the mesh, and the 
muscles writhed and leaped in his arm 
and seemed, of their own will, to 
tighten their hold ! 

Heat raced along that arm, and an 
agony, so that hejanced there before 
the magic curtain that shielded the 
throne of Aosoka, and a lesser man 
than Prester John would have 
screamed in the madness of hU 
torture and his terror and would have 
died underthemagicof theTinsunchi. 
Darkness and bell swirled in his skull ; 
his brain was splitting, and-his head 
wrenched back between his shoulder 
blades, his lips writhing apart in a 
silent scream, Ckriitos! And this 
was why Aosoka had smiled. 

It was the floatii^ mockery of that 

twisted the hot sword of fury in Wan 
Tengri's vitals. He screamed then, 
but it was in defiance, and the hoarse 
animal rage that shook him more 
violently than this magic of white-hot 
lire which turned his muscles against 
his brain. The magic made him 
grip tighter upon the mesh. Weil, 
he would make it squeal beneath his 
grip ! His chest arched, straining 
with the deep sucking of breath 
through flaring nostrils- The stench 
of his own burning flesh maddened 
him. Fiercely, savagely, as a dog 
shakes a serpent, be wreuched at the 
golden fabric. The flat ropes of 
muscle writlied upon h« shoulders 
and, a little, the curtain gave. 

White sparks leaped out fiercdy 



OTfKKOWN 


where it tore loose from the ccUing, 
as if the mirits that ruled this 
murderous thing protested at the 
havoc Wan Tengri wrooght, He 
shouted his brazen-throated defiance 
of the leaping flames, and it seemed 
to him that the pain and the beat 
abated by a little. 

He flung his whole heavy body, 
the full might of his muscles into 
a final sav^e wrenching— and there 
was a tearing high scream of parting 
fabric. With a final, ripping dis- 
charge of fire, the gauze came free 
in his hands and settled toward him. 
But Wan Tengri whirled it about 
his head as in the arena, as Tetanus 
swings his weighted net over a rival 

S adiator. and Wan Tengri flung it 
rectly at the throne of Aosoka 1 A 
single leap carried him to where his 
sword had fallen, and he bounded 
after the cast of the golden net. 

Wan Tengri could see the net 
dosing down over Aosoka's head, 
oyer his throne, but the king and 
his bear-throne of gold offered no 
obstacle to the mesh. It settled 
flat upon the floor with a soft, 
metallic whispering— and Wan Tengri 
saw that— for all he could still see 
Aosoka and his ring of mocking 
guards — he was alone in the great 
throne-room of Byoko I Alone— 
and swaying with the exhaustion of 
his struggle against this mighty 
magic. The heat and the torture 
had drained him, and his sweat made 
burned streaks along his sides ; the 
smell of his scorched was nause- 
ous to his arched nostrils. ITis diest 
heaved— but coolness sat in ^ 
fevered brain. He realized that 
what he gazed upon was a mirage of 
Aosoka upon his throne. He had 
seen such things upon the Kara- 
Korum, the desert of the Black 
Sands, and before that among the 
pyramids of Egypt, but this was 
made by man. It was reflected there 
in a mirror of such clarity as Wan 
Tengri had never seen before. But 


With a shout of fury. Wan 
Tengri leaped toward the mirage 
and his sword struck fiercely. The 
blade quivered with a high, musical 
note, riogiDg on stone, and about 
his feet lell the shattered figures of 
the mirage. It burst into a thousand 
glittering shards, like a broken 
crystal globe, like a precious wine 
cup of glass— ^d where Aosoka had 
appeared to sit, there was only a 

S ace of sullen stone, framed in 
e jagged jwints of the breach 
Wan Tengri had made in the mirage- 

While Wan Tengri stared, weakened 
and a little bewildered at the wreck- 
age of his bold assault, swaying 
with the pain of his burns and the 
mounting fatigue of great muscles 
too torturously tried, he heard the 
whine of swiftly opened doors and 
the rush of swift, marching feet. 
And he gripped the sword more 
fiercely in his fist, and spat upon the 
seared flesh of his left palm, so that 
it could grip a dogger. He turned 
heavily, and sat his shonlders against 
the wall of stone. There was a 
dogged rage in Ids dulled eyes, and 
a weighted menace in the stoop of 
lire powerful shoulders, and his sword 

C ' It switched back and forth before 
, restlessly, like the black tip 
a tiger’s gaudy tail before the 

Tmough doors whose presence he 
had not even suspected, the spear- 
men were pouring into the throne- 
room. Swiftly, with the predsion 
of long training, they formed a rank 
against the far wall, and then came 
forward slowly. As they mov^, 
their spears fell forward in menace 
so that their cubit-length, sfoshirtt 
points formed a solid line from wail 
to wall. And a second rank formed 
behind them, and their spears reached 
forward between the riiouldeis of 
tbeir comrades, and another and 


Snothet ranic, until a for^ of those 
keen and deadly blades, any one of 
which might sl^ a man to ribbons, 
moved ^wly, irresistibly to pin 
Wan Tengri against the wall. And 
still other ranks marched in and 
executed their drilled pivot against 
the wall, and dropped their spears 
into line to thrust their jroints past 

to die slaughter. 

Wau Tengri growled in his throat, 
and a little laughed, for it seemed 
Aosoka liad despaired of destroying 
him with magio and had turned 
to the one sorcery that one tighting 
man could not overwme. an3 tliat 
was the overwhelming weight of 
other fighting men's steel. In slow 
motion. Wan Tengri dried his sword 
against his silk-draped thigh and 

robe. That was what the magic 
net had done to his keen blade I 
Well, 

wounds I Now by Christos, 
would run red before those bearded, 
smaU devils tore him down. 

His gray eyes rangirf fiercely over 
the spearmen, thrustiiw his death 
toward him on a hundred, a thousand 
glittering points. Little more than 
a hand of paces away now, the finst 
of the blades, and still more men 
came in to pivot against the wall 
and lay their spears in rest — and 
march as inexorably as eventual 
death, as time itself, or the slow, 
trawling wash of the tides of the sea. 

Wan Tengri’s vmce came out in 
rumbliug softness through the fierce 
thrust of his red beard. "Ha, thou 
little men, thou twisted dwarfs. 

» many of thee to make 


■e carved it with my 
— as presently I shall carve my 
fflgn upon thy living flesh ! Do you 
dare, then, to brave my magic ?" 

And Wan Tengri threw back his 
fiery head and laughed, so that the 


wavered a little, before the pressure 
from behind drove them on again. 
But, for all the madness of bis shout- 
ing mirth, thus defying death, there 
was reason for his laughter. If he 
could once get past those first brist- 
ling spears, his keen fighter's brain 
told him. these overcrowded 
spearmen with their long, unwieldy 
weapons would be as helpless t 


For here at his feet w 


s helpless 
3 he laugh 




WHit.E the meu still t 
Wan Tengri stooped, s 
was between his teeth as he seized 
the mamc golden gauze with both 
powerM hands and set the mi^ht 
of his shoulders into a wrenching 
heave. The metal bit into his burned 
left hand with such pain that his 
Ups shrank bock from denched 

straining wrench oF his loins and 
solid thKhs. 

'The first spearmen had stepped 
upon the ed^ of the net. and tno^ 
were pitched backward upon their 
feUows as Wan Tengri's might 
wrenched the golden gauze out from 
beneath them — and with the same 
swirling twist of his titan's body, 
he whirled the net through the air I 

'"Thy own magic against thee 1" 
he roared, and flung the tough 
metallic fabric over the heads and 
spearpoints of the nearest men 1 

He heard shouts of terror, and 
saw the shrinking in the bearded 
faces of the Tinsunchi- 'Then the 
net settled, and it covered a full 
dozen cubits of the broken foremost 
ranks. The spearpoints slashed at 
it and a few cut their way through, 
but the rest were dragged down to 
the floor as Wan Tengn walked for- 
ward over the net. His weight 
depressed the lances, pressed men to 
their knees under the drag of the 
golden gauze they feared- His slash- 
ing blade lopped off the few spear- 
heads that thrust through. Wan 
"Teugri walked on, and tnere were 


press of other comrades about tliem, . 

and before Wan Tengri their spears them contem 
were alJ borne to the earth. Men to remembw 
went from their knees to fall flat heard. It was 
open their faces and moan with 
theirterror. Thefewwhothreatened, 

Wan Tengri's terrible sword cut 
down I And Wan Tengri walked 
across their prostrate botiies toward 
the doors he had burst open I 
There were a hundred clamoring 
ala^ in the palace, the clanging 


Wan Tekcri stepped out into the 

E riuffled coolness of the court and 
1 eyes quested up the golden ladder 
towt^ the dazzling orilliance of 
the glass above, A hard stubbom- 
upon h' - ■ • 


— r upon tiuu , iiml, luu, lir 

brazen gongs and the dull thump would take to Visimar I He set his 
of swift-beaten drums, the blare feet upon the pyramid and mounted 
of InimpeU. Wan Tengri could to the golden ladder ; he put his 
hear the heavy^ tread of armored sword between his teeth and l^an 
men, running m ranks — and the to climb. The seared flesh of his 
sword swung hke lead in his fist, left hand sent hot waves up to his 
He had conquered magic and armored hrain, but he used it with the fierce 
men, and yet be was beaten. His delibmtion of a wild animal ripping 
only hope had lain in the contempt at a wound. At each stab of pain, 
of Aosoke and the swiftness with his fury mounted with him. He 
which he could strike, and his swift- heard the nearing shouts and heavy 
ncs had spent itself against magic tread of men and knew that they 
Md men who did not matter. Still would trap him here, follow him 
Aosoka hid behind stone walls— and by the red stains of the blood he had 
was no longer contemptuous. In- s^ed. His lips shrank from his 
“v J, , summoning all his teeth locked on the sword, and hot 
cohorts to pet down one barbarian fires burned in his gray eyes. By 
Christos, he would have this glass. 

Wan lengn grinned wryly, step- or he would die here upon this 
pmg from the last prostrate form pyramid of Aosoka I They would 
01 a guard mto the corridor by which find Prester John was not a pleasant 
he had entered. Behind him, moans man to trap I 
rf terror and the anger of those He sto^ upon the ngnow crest of 
whom the net had spared and who the column, and he frowned at the 
co^d not reach him, lifted in a thing he found. On a tripod was 
bedlam that shook the roof. It was a crystal globe around whose interior 
a of tribute that Prosier Joim ants crawled industriously, and the 
could not scorn— but be was beaten, opening was closed with narrow mesh 
tor UiemoiiMnt only 1 Safrty lay of sUk. Above it was a half globe 
m flight, and there was still the of crystal, and this was looped with 
msaflOTed legion of Visimar I Wan brass and set upon a pivot so that 
rengn nodded his great shaggy it could point in any Erection, and 
head, and there was a sullen rage from it agiarrow rod of brass ran 
u^n his heaw brows. He would across the width of the circular 
rebeat, for the present, and their court of the pyramid to where 
gods need help the men who stood another such half-globe was posited 
m his way I Fury was fierce in him upon its farther end. The length of 
at this defeat, and his eyes shot the whole was above a hundred 
hotly about him. - • ■’ . 


s eyes shot t^e^whole _ 

sword was cubits, and Wan Tengri 
i serpent in his flat, was not a thing a man i 


ire, for i 


rouldn 


S OF THE BEAR-GOD 


witli. Hs drew his sward frcro 

to peer through this glass that 
coulS see for such vast distances, and 
his eyes ran along the rod of brass 
and picked up the other hall-globe 
at its farther end and an oath of 
amaiement leapt to his lips- 
Minored there was half the dty 
of Byoko, reduced to a ridiculously 
small sise so that the aimed guards 
streaming through the streets seemed 
but ants acrawl among grains of 
sand ; and beyond he could see the 
white lift of the walls and the waving 
high fronds of the high-growing 
plants. Perhaps, if a man peered 
through that other glass, these things 
would seem not small but very 
large 1 Surely, this was a great 
magic— but he could not carry it 
in his pouch. Wan Tengri 
stiaighteneri, sword in his hst. A 
smam of his hDt would shatter this 
thing and its far-seeing magic to 
fragments. But in that caM, when 
he had conquered Byoko, it would 
be of no service to him whatever ! 
Wan Tengri grinned slowly, and the 
battle madness evaporated from his 
brain. Foolish to die here on this 
pyramid when a man could run and 
return to conquer. The camp of 
Visimar was waiting for him there 
beyond the walls — 

i^or him, surely, the glass distilled 
wisdom 1 Wan Tengn turned Ida 
eyes down upon the court of the 
pyramid, ana it was Med with 
fighting men who shook their long- 
bladed spears up at him, who twanged 
their bows restlessly and awaited 
only orders to send their swift 
arrows through his brawny body, out- 
lined like a figure in bronze against 
the burning blue of the sky. 

Very (fiiberately, Tei^ 

drew the golden ears from his belt, 
frowned ns he used his dagger point 
to flick out the shorn cartilage of 
the priest’s actual fleshly ears. Then, 
gravely, he fastened the ears over 
his own. 

"Pkagh /" be rumbled in his chest. 


" ’Tis the first time ever I willingly 
wore the asses' ears, but it is a thing 
I have learned — that men fear ^eir 
own magic more than any other's." 

He tautened then to the vibrations 
that thrummed through his skull, 
caught by the trembling fabric of the 
great ears. But it was simply a vast 
beating of sound, and made no sense. 
Enough to drive a man mad, as 
perhaps it did. He remembered the 
shrill, senseless laughing of the priest 
who had knelt St the toot of the 
mirmnid. Abruptly, he caught a 
shrill whisper. 

"Amiainc, I am here to help 
thee 1 ” 


Wan Tengbi started and his eyes 
quested off towards the roof of the 
palace where the other half-globe 
• ’ ‘ -'--•’erstriplingof ayouth 

1, as if he felt Wan 

je removed a helmet 

from his head and his tresses flowed 
golden in the sun. That would be 
Thanamund, whom Tossa called her 
brother. Well, small good he could 
do from there t If he had a stout 
bow now, and a dozen men — but he 
was alone, and no arms hung about 
his youth's body. 

A shout below him puHed Wan 
Tengri's eyes down to the packed 
court and a smile of derision moved 
his solid lips. Phaghl The fools 
never learned anything. If he could 
clear these spear-points by a leap, 
they would be too crowded for good 
fighting. Still, a man might slip a 
dagger into flesh even in such close 
ranks— and there w« Aosoka, in a 
golden litter, gazing up at him with 
deepy, AoW-smeared eyes- 

"Come down. Wan Tengri," he 
called in his soft voice. "Come down 
imd you shall have your chance for 
life against the condemned men of 
Visimat’s legion. If you remain there 
the grass-devils shall strangle you." 

Wan Tengri's heavy brows knotted 

in a scowl. He felt huge, invulnerable 
here upon his hgh peak, and he knew 


UNKNOWN 


why neither spear nor snow was 
locked upon hiuj. Aosolra feared iest 
a stray bolt should shatter his magic 
glass. Wan Tengri tapped it lightly 
with his dagger hilt and the note of it 
hummed out musically, sent a sooth- 
ing vibration through his skull. 

T fear not ^ur grass-devils," he 
said shortly. '’At their first appe^- 
ance, I shall shatter your magic- 

bearing ears for my own use. After- 
ward. I shall come for the bauble 
of wisdom upon your forehead, 
Aosoka I" 

The lat-hung face contorted in 
anger and, at the lift of his hand, 
the litter was moved back under the 
cover of the colonnade that sur- 
rounded the court, and the mem of 
the red legion drew back through the 
crowded ranks so that only the 
bearded Tinsunchi were close about 
the pyramd. It was a thing Wan 
Ten^ did not understand and he 
eyed them closely, seeing how their 
beards glistened with oil and their 
long hair had been drawn forward 
over their faces so that their eyes 
peered out beadily, like animals from 
a cayem's mouth. 

His own beard was wet with the 
sweat of his killing and, in mockery, 
he waggled it at the infuriated dwarfs 
below, and drew his fiery lodts 
forward over his eyes. And he 
laughed. 

'Think you to frighten Prester 
John with your ugly masks V‘ he 
roared. He squatted and made a 
gargoyle face, "Boo, you naughty 
grass-devils I Boo I" 

Thanamimd’s whisper piereed to 
his ears. "They loose the devils upon 
thee. Wan Temgri, Cans! you vraJk 
this slender rod of brass if I loose 
darkness upon the court ?” 

Wan Tengri pnDed his ayes away 
from the mob below him, wlcre men 
were detaching the heads of Uieir 
spears and liirnig them like thi 


memory of feats he had seen at i 
hataar in Alexandria where it 
balanced on a thin rope drawn t: 

lies and did their monk 


"Wait," he s 
across the court. "When I shout to 
Christos on high, he will release dark- 
ness upon you. and drink up your 
grass-devils I Ho, you cowardly 
spearmen, do you fear to loose your 
^eapora, lest f turn them back upon 

The cheeks of the Tinsunchi swelled 
agmnst their iance-shafts, and puffs 
of fog soared toward him— and Wan 
Tengri remembered flashingiy what 
Bourtai had gasped there in the high- 
grass : "A handful of fog — and I 
could not breathe." 

Wan Tengri straightened with a 
lithe movement and his sword glim- 
mered in his fist. He held his breatli 
and the clouds of fog Struck dryly 
on his sweat-glistened chest, struck 
his fiery hair and his beard, and he 
saw dancing motes in the sunbeams— 
and he blew out his breath with a 
great laughter that sent the fog 
swirling away. So they thought to 
drag Gown Wan Tengri from his 

S innacle with a handful of stinking 
list 1 He conghed a Uttle, and his 
nostrils stung— and he laughed again, 
and drew his hair and his beard more 
closely over liis nostrils with a stroke 
of his wide hand. 

"Have you not learned, oh fools !" 
*'• chanted, "that your grass-devils 




T Prest 


t, and his eyes narrowed ii 


. , John. 

whom the humcane spawned ? I 
blow away your death-fog hTce spider 
webs on tlw wind I Ha, does this 
bit of glass stay you from using your 
spean? That is soon mended I’’ 
With a btow erf his sword hilt. Wan 
Tengri shattered the curved half- 
sphere of glass and a shrill cry lifted 
from Aosoka's lips. 

"Spears 1" Aosoka shouted. "His 
fl^ cannot turn your spears I Tear 
him down 1 Strip the fiesh from his 


bones ! Pluck out his blaspheming 
tongue 1" 

On and on ran the thin voice of 
Aosoka, but Wan Twim, with his 
mocking eyes hxed on the speamen 
below lum, laughed aloud, and after- 
ward lifted his sword toward the 


Thanamund, on the far roof, waved 
a hand to show that he understood 
and, afterward, began to empty 
great bags over the edge of the roof, 
so that clouds of dark swirling dust 
eddied down upon the h eads of the 
Tinsunchi, and their fearful shouts 
rushed upward. But those close 
about the pyramid set their tough 
small bodies and hurled their spears 
upward. Some Wan Tengri wove 
aside to avoid, and others he batted 
aside with his ready sword so that 
they pitched down upon the men who 
had toown them— and the darkness 
spread, and Wan Tengri reached out 
a great hand and caught a spear 
from the air. His eyes searched 
hungrily for the litter of Aosoka, 
but the darkness was filling all the 
court, and the sting^ powder 
swirled up to bum in his own eyes. 
Wan Tengri swore under his breatli. 
For a moment, he had hoped that 
now, with a single spear-cast, he 
could end this battle for the throne, 
but the chance was gone in the thick- 
ness of the darkness that Thanamund 
bad leased. 

Wan Tengri grinned savagely. His 
chance would come again, and soon. 
Fiist, he must reach the camp of 
Visimar, and— He set loot upon 
the glim brass rod that stretched out 
over the blackness of the court, and 
held the across his chest as he 
had seen jugglers do many times 

lUfore, 

"Spirits of the high-air," he called, 


Snatch me from this post of peril 
that I may return again to drive this 
weakling from the throne he has 
usurped 1 Bear me up. now, 0 
hurricane that sired me l’' 

He stepped out boldly upon the 
rod, sliding one foot before him, draw- 
ing the other up, and balancing with 
the length of the pole held across his 
chest. He was enjoying himself 
hugely. Let them fathom this 
Tiey could I 




Hen 


nt, but St 


le the golden 


the 


santiy. "Thank you. spi 
high-air. Carry me far. aiiu aei mu 
down in safety that I may return to 
conquer this city for thy worship. 
Safely, 0 hurricane 1 Sa-a-afely I" 
And he let his voice trail off as if it 
faded with distance, and he was half- 
way across the span of the court. 
The rod sagged soma Uttle way with 
his great weight and twice he almost 
lost his balance to tumble amid the 
millin g, terrified Tinsunchi — and once 
he was tempted to cast the spear 
downward and leap after it to slay in 
this darkness where he could strike 
only foes. But he kept on with the 
slow pushing of foot before loot, feel- 
ing the bite of the brass into his cai- 
lou-sed soles. Presently, with a great 
leap, he cleared the last gap to the 
roof and found himself confrontmg 
Thanamund. There was shrewdness 
and wisdom in the man's blue eyes, 
but there was a slyness about his 
mouth tliat Wan Tengri did not like, 
so that his grin of gratefulness was 
haH of warning. 


is srinking palace, and guide 
me to the city ol tents. Then do thou 
go to Tossa and Bouctai and bid them 
ui' T — «! again, -m™ 


UNKNOWN 


Thanamund bow’ed low to do Wan 
Tengri homage, but it seemed to the 
red giMt that there was mockery in 
his voia. 

"And when will you come again, 
great Amlairie ?" 

Wan Tengri laughed deeply, and 
heard shouts ol terror from the court, 
tor it must seem to them that death 
hovered over them from the high-air. 

"On the day that the Heaven-Bear 
turns gainst his chosen people," Wan 
Tengri said shortly, "and at the Hour 
of the Bear, look lor me in the throne- 
room of Aosoka I" 

Thanamund’s quick eyes lifted and 
were a little daunted with the ques- 
tion in their depths, but Wan Tengri 
met his gate squarely and there was 
no humor in the twist of his solid lips. 
"I gave you an order, Thanamund," 
he said softly. "Be careful lest thy 
sloth eat up my gratefulness." 

Thanamund bowed low, and a glare 
that might be fear, or might be 
menace Slmed his sharp blue eyes. 
"This way, lord," he whispered. 
"This way from the palace of A^ka, 
and to the city of tents. And, master, 
we will be ready when the Heaven- 
Bear turns against his own t" 

"See you to it," Wan Tengri 
growled. "It will be no longer than 
my magic shall need to summon the 
Bear-hosts against these fools. Lead 
on — and swiftly." 

And Wan Tengri followed with 
lithe stride where the golden-haired 


;ence strode with him. f 


believed he had vanished ir 

air above the palace of Aosoka, Wan 

Tengri sraUed grimly at the thoughts, 
and goaded Thanamund to greater 
speed. Presently, they came to a 
house built a^nst the dty wall and, 
through a hidden place in a pit be- 
neath it, there was a gateway, 

"I leave thee here, master," Thana- 
mund whispered. "The dty of tents 
is but a Kttle'way beyond the moat. 
The gate of the barbiians on which 
they hang the bodies of the traitors is 
a hundred cubits to the east.’’ 

Wan Tengri nodded and, with a 
sway of his shoulders, tugged open 
the stubborn door. The waters of 
the moat lapped at the sill, and he 
glowered at the clear, blue depths. 

"Remember — the day," he growled 
"And see to it that Tossa and Bourtai 
await me, unharmed, at the palace of 
Aosoka, which presently slall be 


"Onm 


lead be it," Thanan 


vibratic „ 

skull a little. For, out of this bit of 
mape and that, and out of the magic 
of his own shrewd brain, Prester JcJin 
wasshapingaplan. 

"On the day when the Heaveo- 
Bear turns," he sang, "on the people 
he falsely suckled so long ; when the 
trumpets sound the Hour ^ the Bear, 
a great darkness and a great fear will 
f^ upon the dty, and a great con- 
queror shall march to triumph." 

Wan Tengri laughed. ” And the 


Wan Tengri waved a blunt hand 
and Thanamund laded back into the 
shadows and presently the trapdoor 
thudded shut on the pit where a door 
opened on the moat. Wan Tengri 

head. They were smooth mough, 
but they made his ears ache and they 
tug|ed at the unaccustomed muscles 
ofhisscalp. Yet, he would need them 
in the city of tents. He could not 
tell bow far his deeds had lifted the 
fear that ruled the red men, and held 
them subservient to the Tinsunchi. 
Ha would need their help, for the 


whole city w^s aUnred against him, 
and it was plain that, for this day, 
Christos denied the victory. 

A little Wan Tengri wondered at 
the completeness with which he bad 
accepted this new Christos, he who 
never bothered much with the gods 

he had made the usual sacrifices to 
Mars and to Mithra before the games, 
but that was in a matter of propiti- 
ating fortune ; a precaution no wise 
man would overlook. And taking it 
all in all, Christos had not been too 
kind. 

Twice the cup of fortune had been 
lifted to his lips, once in far Tursolil, 
and today in Byoko, and it had ^n 
dashed nw^ barely tasted. The 
followers of Christos preached a crary 
doctrine ; whom god lovelh he beat- 
eth with a rod of -«e«l, or some such 
superstition. By Ahriman, he had 
enough of this rod of steel I He'd like 
a cloth of silk for a change, and 
perhaps a rod of gold, a scepter, in 

He looked down at his blunt hands 
and worked the fingers of the left, 
scowled at the bums across the palm. 
Lucky it was his left, or it might 
hamper his sword in some shrewd 
twist. He blew out a heavy breath 
between his lips, ripped off fiis green 
silken robe and luiotted it about his 
loins so that it would not impede 
him. He gripped his sword betrwen 
his teeth to save it from the rusting 
water, and lay on his belly to ease 
his legs into t^ moat soundlessly. 

It was tepid as the baths of 
Pharaoh, but he felt it relaxing the 
tautness of his fighting muscles. Its 
sweet, clean dampness came grate- 
fully to his nosti^, and he let the 
waters lave about his throat, float his 
streaming hair, before he struck out 
with strong heavy strokes that fairly 
battered his way through the moat. 
There was no lithe grace in his swim- 
ming, but there was efficiency and a 
hard defiance in the scornful ijellbera- 
tion of his movements hke the 
blundering cliarge of a Koman tri- 


reme, He kept his head turned 
straight ahead, and the current 
tugged at his hair. The golden ears 
chHed his flesh and he swore between 
his teeth. 

High rushes grew close to tlie 
fariher shore and beyond them lifted 
the high waving fronds of the plants 
that grew everywhere about Byoko ; 
and Wan Tengri sloshed among the 
reeds, and paused to stare up at the 
bud and flower-ti|>ped crests of the 
high plants ; and a puaoled frown 
kiiotted his brow. He fingered the 
long blades of the leaves that grew 

smile crept across his sohd lips. Be- 
yond a doubt, this was the plant that 
m far Hind they called gangika, and 
the "divine herb" and ''the giver of 

strange to^nd it growing here. Wan 
Tengri pushed on toward the city of 


Ones ua Tustiap to glower toward 
the walls of Byoko, but the few 

f uards all stared upon the dty itself, 
t was there they looked for danger 
today, and for a brief moment Wm 
T engri’s nostrils flared in hope, if 
he could unite the legions and strike 
swiftly — He shook his head. They 
would still be too fearhii. It took an 
army united in purpose and trusting 
in its oHicers to seize a walled dty. 
He nodded to himself as he plowed 
on through the shoaliug rushes to- 
ward the lift of the shore. He had 
the means to rid them forever of their 
slavish fear of the Heaven -Bear I 
An instant of doubt troubled him 
then, for the Heaven-Bear had struck 
him down, almost carelessly. Phagh, 
it was only some other minor magic, 
and he had this day conquered 
greater sorceries I 

He strode from the rushes and 
glared toward the skin-draped tents 
of the red legion, saw the fox- 
covered yvrt of Visimar where guards 
leaned on the pommels of long, naked 
swords with their uneasy eyes on the 


■UNKNOWN 


Gate of the Barbarians, which was 
dosed. Wan Tengri's body was 

thesun.^ He thmst the curved sword 
through his girdle and strode straight 
toward the tent of Visiniar. 

A child saw him coming and cried 
out and ran. and a woman wailed fear- 
fully from the entrance of a tent. 
When he was still a dozen paces Irom 
the tent of 'Visimar, the raards heard 
h!-... their Tieavy. two- 


5 aloft. Thoir 




Wan Tengri ignored them, stalking 
forward, leeling the awkward wag of 
the big ears puUing on his own, angry 
over the uiitation— and a little 
amused at his own anger. He strode 
under the threat of the lifted swords. 

"Begone, slaves." he suarled. 

The men flinched under the assault 
of his voice, and their swords wagged 
uncertainly aud sagged to earth, and 
they backed away from his thudding 
patli. Before the entrance of the 
tent. Wan Tengri paused and set his 
fists upott his hips. 

"Come out, Visiraar I" he called 


harshly, "Thou art freed of the 
Tinsunchi curse, and freed of their 
terror. Come out I It is Amlairic 
who commands you I" 

wailing of the woman, save lor the 
distant rumor of armed men within 
the walls, and then the flaps of the 
tent entrance were brushed aside, and 
VisimBr stood out and gazed into 
Wan Tengri's eyes. He wore no 
armor, no helmet upon his crown of 
red hair, and the but that confined 
his fringed woolen tunic held only 
the plain brass hilt of a dagger. 
Through a space of breathing, the 
two men eyed each other equally, 
then Visimar spoke heavily. 

"Greetings, Amlairic, kinsman," 

Wan Tengri grunted, and, carefully 
freed his tender ears from the golden 
plates upon them, tossed the tokens 


of magic to the ground at 'Visimar’s 
feet. 

"I have brought the magic of 
Aosoka low," he said shortly. "I 
have smaUied his long-seeing glass 
and have robbed his priests of their 
ears. Ibringfreedomtoyouandyour 


A blaze came into the level gaze of 
Visimar. "Already the swift news of 
thy great deeds have reached ns. 
Amlairic. Thou art a man of valour 
and of might— and of great magic 1" 
He spoke eagerly, and yet - 


have been accomplished for the 
sialds to ring. But you come too 
late. We are under the weight of 


Wan Tengri moved his heavy 
shoulders impatiently, turned on 
the gaping guards, '’You will take 
your stand beside the path to the 
Gate of the Barbarians,’’ he ordered 
crisply. "If any man, woman or 
child goes that way, slay him Fail 
me, and the magic cars of Aosoka 
will tell me of it — and the magic of 
Amlairic will slay you al’ ' *" 


The n 


0 by t 


i felt restlessne 

vitals. With men of their ilk — but 
they had no spirit. Even Visimar, 
thOT leader, had no strength in his 


Virimar bowed his bate head and 
drew the tent flap, and Wan Tengri 
ducked into the hot closeness of the 
interior and caught the stench of 
food burned before a small godling 
fastened to the lance that held up the 
roof. He usurped the white horse- 
skin of Visimar’s chieftain^p and 


Was Tengri snorted hislmpatience 

Crucified, how was be going to loot 
Byoko with a spiritless legion ? "The 
magic ol Aosola alumbets," he said 
shortly. "It may be for an hour, 
happily for a day. I have done that. 
In this time, we mast act I You shall 
march with me across the sea of 
Buryat, taking with you such men 
as you can trust — at least the 
hundred who have been condemned 
with you. In a hand ol days, we 
will return and sack Byoko I" 

"With a hundred men, kinsman 
Visimar's voice was dying, as his 
spirit was dying. 

Wan Tengri roared his answer. 
"With my magic, and some small 
help from Christos belore whom you 
kneeled I" 

Visimar shook his head heavily. 
"1 betrayed my gods, and the wrath 
of the Tinsuncfii fell upon me. So I 
die, and my men die," 

"Like crmging dogs who await your 
master's whip 1 " Wan Tengri mocked 
him, "Yon are not men, but jackals I 
I should have rallied the doves of the 
palace ol Aosoka to help me in my 


"Now, by Ahrinian," he growled. 
"I never tfiought to 7®.“* 

of your women have sudsed out your 
beUies, You are soulless dogs ! ’ 
Visimar's eyes held a hint ol fire, 
and his hand strayed toward his 
dagger. "Beware how you name me, 
lest I forget our kinship 1" 

Wan Tengri spat upon the ground 

tasm ''ricTT-rt not kinidlio 
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valiant people. Wan Tengri's lips 
grinned back from his teeth in sudden 
fierceness. 

The muscles of his thighs surged 
into sudden power and he caught and 
threw Viamai across his hip. plunged 
with him to the earth and so pimied 
down his dagger atm beneath him. 
But Wan Tengri drew his own dagger 
and put its point against the straining 
throat of Visimar. The bright blood 

a ieezed from the keen wound and. 

en Visimar thought he was a dead 
man. Wan Tengri suddenly whipped 
the blade aside and bent his mouth 
to the wound. He leaprf to his feet, 
with the blood upon his be^, and 
he made an elaborate business of 
swallowing, and his teeth showed 


and fierce between h 


^th m" 


, thou 


"aaim 


larcfully gauge 
visimar sprang to <us .yei. 
this anger carry him far enough ? 
PJwgk/ As well try to fight with the 
sword of wood with which they 
retired the creaking and aged gladia- 
tors who had pleased the mob. To 
this state had magic reduced a 


But Visimar leaped up in terror. 
"Thou sorcerer 1" he swore, but his 

thy own l3ood and thy mana no 
longer will soar above mine I" The 
dagger was in his fist, but Wan 
Tengri ignored it and thrust his own 

"You shall, ray brother, amia," he 
said softly. "Vou shall, when the 
hand of days is past, and when the 
walls of Byoko have fallen before us I 
Until that time, Visimar, beware how 
you cross me — or my inana will 
devour thine! Without soul, thy 
body will wither and the strength 
go from thy stout limbs, and you 
will rot I" 

Visimar trembled and the whites 
showed entirely around his pupils. 
"Let me taste thy blood now, 
awfo," he whispered, "for thy anger 

"In a hand of days, Visimar," Wan 
Tengri said shortly. "Now. you will 
obey I Fool, what have you to JOse ? 
Your life ? It is already forfeit 1 Do 
you whimper that Christos helped 
you not ? By the blue tusks of 
Ahriman, learn that the gods help 
those who wield a sharp sword in 
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"Is thy magic so strong ?" Visimar 
whispered. 

"Vou have heard of my magic," 
Wan Tengri said somberly, "flow, 
alone, I invaded the palace of 
Aosoke, and tore o3 the ears of the 
priest, and turned the golden gauze 
of the white fire against tlie spearmen 
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the pyramid and dMtroyed the lone- 
swing glass and afterward my magm 
filled the court with darkness and the 


0 that 2 could 

1 thy pe^el" 




Wan Tengri rolled his shoulders im- 
patiently. ’^It is enough that I have 
come. Take thou ray orders, or lie I 
We will need to find a place of many 
bears, anda." 

Visimar spoke slowly, as if he 
thought not of what he said, but of 
l rocky hai 
of Buryat, 


lings. "Th 

midst of tl 

where the Tinsunchi t 


herd. 






W^ Tengri grunted, and opened 
his lips to tell the secret of the ^ass- 
devils, and did not, Visimar was 
gaining some courage. Feed him but 
a little more — Wan Tengri picked up 
the golden ears, and set them 


wincingly upon his sore ears. 

"I will ask of the magic cars," he 
said, deepening his voice portentously. 
He clas^ a hand to each ear and 
waved his head, and turned tlirice in 
adrde. ''BytheMe^araeansphinx," 
he rumbled, and hid a grin in his 
beard. "By the spirit of the Heaven- 
Beat which 1 shall conquer, I com- 
mand yoo, reveal to me the secret 
'he grass-devils 1" 


He 


him: 


while he 


staained I 

have done a better job of im 
but this would serve, 
serve — He took off the ea 


"These magic ears." said Wan 
Tengri gravely, "have told me certain 
things. I know the way to defeat the 
grass-devils and their blades of grass 
that can strangle a warrior — or a 
ti^r. You have in your onfw the 

killed, Visimar, for tok you, they told 
me so 1 And rendered fat from their 
bones ? With these we will trick the 
grass-devils, Visimar, for look you, 
they will smell the fat of the uniTnult; 
they already have alaln ; and the 
men will wear masks of the furs of 
these animals also to deceive their 
eyes. If that fails, there is another 
magic which 1 know, for look you, 
these animals whom the grass-devils 
have slain, are free forever of the 
devils' spells — and that immunity 1 

Visimar's eyes were narrowed, and 
he swore fiercely. "So always, we 
had the power to best these devib 
under our very hands, and — Am- 
lairic, I know thee now I Thou art 
the deliverer whom prophecies 
promised my people I" 

Wan Tengri grunted. In Turgohl, 
too, they had said, "Thou art tho 
man J" To Ahriman with their 
prophecies, and their saviors ! What 
he wanted was a rich dty under his 
heel for the looting — and there was, 
of course, the matter of bis pledge to 
Christos, 

"Yes, I am the man,” he said dryly 
to Visimar. "Have the hundred men 
you choose to follow us take the skins 
and fat of these devil-slain animals 
with Ihem. And let them sied singly 

sunset a thousand paces toward the 
hill of bears, though you need not 
state it so." 

But Visimar dropped to his knees 
and placed his h^d between the 
hands of Wan Tengri in fealty, saying 
in the ancient formula : 

"Tby way, my way, lord I My 
possessions thine, and my blood, all 
thine, and my sword beade thine in 
battle I" 

And when Visimar rose to his feet. 


THE BEAR-( 


there was a strong smile on his own 
broad, beardless mouth, and there 
was courage in his eyes. "Now, I 
know that we shall conquer 1" he 
cried, "and my men shall know I 
The legion wiu march behind me. 

Wan Tengri hesitated, and shook 
his head. "Thy legion shall wait 
here for our coming. .A hundred men, 
Visimar, lest the legion vaunt in its 
own might and doubt the power that 
has delivered them I" 

Visimar bowed his head. "Thou art 
all-wise, lord," he said. "The hun- 
dred men. equipped as you decree, 
shall wait for us a thousand paces to 
the north and west at sunset ! What 
of roe, lord ?" Tliere was a new 
Immbleness, a reverence in his ad- 
dress— yet there was greater strength 
in the bearing of lits moulders. 

A little Wan Tengri scowled. Men 
were fools, that they must lean upon 
another stronger than themselves, or 
blame the gods lor failure. Prester 
Jobii would stand on his own two 
kgs — "Not," he muttered, "that I 
mean disrespect to you, Christos, but 
it’s like I raid. A man must swir^ 
his own sword, and not wait for 
such a very busy god as yourself to 
give it an extra thrust for him. A 
man most have a certain luck, and it 
B there the gods help, if they will." 
He touched the bit of the True Cross. 
"And I have not forgotten my pledge. 
Christos, but there nave been certain 
difficulties. If you'll stand by a bit 
longer, you'll have those fifty thou- 
sand, even though they be scrawny 
small bearded Tinsunchi— and you 
won't be minding if I help myself 


Visiraar waited with bowed head 
wliile Wan Tengri thus invoked his 
magic in a tongue he did not under- 
stand and then Wan Tengri grinned 
at him and threw a beamlike arm 
about Visimai's shoulders. 

"Why, anda, brother," be cried, 
"you march with me I And to- 
gether, we will do a few small deeds. 
Spread among thy people the wt)rd 


that, within a hand of days their 
deliverer will return and, on that day, 
the Heaven-Bear will turn and rend 
those who falsely call themselves his 
chosen people I And they shall 
have the looting of Byoko, only that 
I reserve the half of aU the loot lor 
my^ — that is for Christos, as the 
saying goes. Now, get thee gone 1” 


And Visiuak bowed low and lifted 
his right arm in salute, and ran off 
among the skin tents of his people, 
and his quick voice leaped among 
them so that where he ran there 
was a murmur, and then a shouting, 
and a swelling chant to Amlairic, of 
the mighty magic ; to Amlairic, the 
deliverer. And Wan Tengri sw«- 
gered a bttle as he went back inside 
the black-fox tent and began to equip 
himself with the mort resple^en^ 

there for weight. He hummed tWiy 
through his nose, which was a habit 
of Prester John's when he was happy 
and tlie battle went according to 

It seemed as nothing to him now 
that he had pro m ised these people to 
rue the high walls of Byoko and 
destroy a mighty nation with no 
more than a hundred men who leaned 
too strongly on magic, and would 
turn coward if that roagfa failed. 
Prester John eyed himself in homed 


iron helmet, and belted tt 
ing the distorted image in 
ol a braion shield, and Pn-au 
laughed softly in his thre 
hundred men f Why, by the 
of Ahriman. he would do it 
handed 1 He touched f-- 
about his throat. 

your help, Christos, of 




: bauble 


" he ir 


"Fori 


those fifty thousand new worship- 


It was a fine thing to have a god 
like Christos who cared only for more 
worshipers, and not a tittle for the 
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conquest. Aye, there was the god 
for a conqueror— for Prester John ! 

Prcisently wlien Wan Tengn strode, 
resplendent, from the tent of the 
chieftain he saw that the gnar^ on 
the walls of Byoko were peering 
toward the city of tents, but what 
could they tell of one red-headed man 
among so many ? It was true that 
Wan Tengri’s tliews were greater 
and that he towered half a head 
even above these strong warriors but 
at this distance soch thuigs could not 
be seen. So Wan Tengri seated him- 
self before the tent of the black foxes 
and the people came and paid their 
homage on their knees and hailed 
him as thdr deliverer until even 
Prester John’s insatiable pride was 
wes^ of it and he was glad when 
\T5imar returned secretly to report 
that the hundred were on their way. 

Then Viiimar armed himself and by 
their separate ways they stole into 
the high grass to meet a little way 
beyondthelimitsof thecamp. When 
Tengri drew his sword and slashed 
down a .single high plant of the 

H ika which everywhere waved 
crests about the walls of Byoko, 
and he cut off the hairy buds with 
their thick dust of resin upon them 
and thrust the stem into the peak of 
his helmet, 


"A farther magic which I will brew 
to-night," he grinned at Visimar, 
"Mayhap it is already known to 


\ isunar shook his head in wonder- 
ment. "Kay, never have we dared to 
touch the plants oi henlyr, which the 
Tinsunchi call by the name of hasa. 
From it, they weave powerful ropes, 
and for this reason, perhaps, it is 
forbidden to any save the grandsons 
of heaven." 

"For that reason or another," Wan 
Tengri amed with a grin, and they 
swung off side by side through the 
' ' ’ toward the rendesvous 




undred a thou: 


e north and 

hill of boars that was bioaen u 
sea of Buryat. The golden 
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swung by a thong of gut abont 
Wan Tangri’s neck, and his keen 
sword rubbed softly against his thigh ; 

not so powerful as his own, but strong 
enough. His burned left hand he had 
soaked in grease and he wore across 
the palm a pad of leather. The iron 

wild aurochs fitted well with his 
fierce beard and the fie^ sweep of 
his mane, end Wan Tengri was 
content. 


At sunset then. Wan Tengri rose 
in the midst of the rendezvous and 
sent a low call echoing through 
the high, close reeds ol the de>^- 

answered him. of the red 

legion tan swiftly then and each 
knelt in fealty at his feet and threw 
his sword to earth in token of 
service. And Wan Tengri touched 
each hilt gravely with his ’ hands, 
and with die bit of the True Cross 
about his throat. Afterward, he had 
them bring the fat of the devil-slain 
animals and he worked magic over 
it, knotting his brows beneath the 
clamp of the iron helmet to think 
up phrases that would come as 
second nature to BourtaL For a 
little he missed the twisted, small 
wizard; missed the keen stab of 
his tongue and the prodding ol his 
shrewd brain. He might be needing 
Boiirtai — 

When the incantation was done. 
Wan Tengri had all the men make 
masks, which would cover them to 
their eyes, from the skins of the 
devil-slain animals, and die hair of 
the .skins was larded thick with the 
fat, and turned inward against the 
mouths and nostrils of the men, 

' 'Now, then," he told them roughly, 
"if the grass-devils loose their stran- 
gling fogs against you, you will be 
safe. Hunt them down and kill 
them, for they will take the form of 
Tinsunchi to frighten you. That is 
because they wul fear your swords 




SONS 


on which I have Uid the mafic of 
Amlairic aod of Christos. Torm 
up 1 We march till the Hour of 
the Bear, and afterwards you shall 
have your three hours of sleep. And 
awake to conquest I" 

A shout, muffled because of the 

Boltly. and Wan Tengri swung his 
sword in salute and turned to lead 


the way through the tall grass — 
and secretly nibbed lat into his own 
beard and drew long fiery locks 
of hair across his nostrils. Visimar 
shouted his orders and the hundred 
warriors swung off through the 

S athering dusk. Mosquitoes rose in 
lack clouds, but tbe stinking grease 

^ved up and down like a carpet 
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in the wind, and in the low places 
the earth sucked at theii feet so 
that men mutter^ incantations 
aga^t the devils. Three times 
during the night, a tiger sent out a 
coughing roar and wild things scuttled 
from the path oi the l^on, hares 
and a grunting small tiung like a 
pig, and once a raccoon-dog yelped 
and fied, hot not so swiftly as a 

slung its dusky yellow ca 
his hack by its bushj 


By the wheeling great stars above. 
Wan Tengri judged the Hour of 
the Bear and halted the legion upon 
a low rise from the high sweep of 
the grass. 

"No fires," he growled to VisiiBar. 
"Let them sleep on empty bellies. 
There will be food in plenty to- 


But Wan Tengri turned the brass 
shield of Vinmar face down on the 
earth and in the bowl built a small 
fire from sprigs of grass. "I make 
magic, Visunar," he grunted- "Place 
upon thy head the ears of the priest, 
and do thou bend low over this blaze 
and suck in its magic fumes." 

He muttered a litany of names, 

listen knew that they were only the 
narncs of gladiators who had fought 
beside and against Piaster John in 
the Circus at Alexandria. When he 
had finished, he waved ahand through 
the heat of the fire, and they did not 
see either that small clumps of the 
lesiaaus seeds of gangtia fell into the 
flame, piey saw only that thick 
fumes coiled upward, and that there 
was a crackling of small explosions 
in the heart of file fire. And Visunar 
back his red hair and. setting 

he Ixmt his bead above the flame 
and sucked in the hot, acrid fumes. 
The golden ears fitted cbn to his 
skull so that they formed a trap for 
the smoke and Wan Tengri, watch- 


ing, narrowed his eyes in abrupt 


„ . Ji his beard. Wan o- 
luade another pass over the flams 
and sent more fums eddying upward. 
When finally he allowea Visimar to 
ut erectly again, the chieftain’s face 
was fieiy red from the heat and his 
eyes streamed with tears he could 
not control. For moments, Visimar 
rocked upon his crouching knees, 
and first he swayed to left and right, 
and presently swayed backward and 
forward, and be liegan to laugh in 
a senseless, empty way. He laughed 
and his sides heaved with the reason- 
less mirth and the warriors shrank 
back from the fire and made beneath 
their shields the protective sign of 
their thunder-god, fist knotted and 
fingers creesei Visimar’s breath 
panted with his Jaughter, and after 
a while be was still save that he 
sobbed for breath, 

"Now, anda," Wan Tengri said 
softly, "you have the gift of the 
far-hearing which the Tinsunchi 
enjoy, losten, and tell me what is 
happening in Byoko I Tell me if you 
hear the scream of a grass-spirit in 
warning or despair ; t«B me if you 
*■"' •" marching upon our 


hear armed m 
trail I" 


Visitnar's eyes were rolled back 
in his skull aii3 he swayed, and lifted 
his hands to his head and his voice 
came out dully ; "I hear a bear 
roaring in mock-battle; I hear the 
tread of a tiger a hundred paces to 
the north, but it flees from the 
stench of men. I hear a haie squ^ 
b the jaws of a raccoon-dog." 

"listen," Wan Tengri leaned for- 
ward, while his eyes glowed with 
excitement. "Listen to Byoko 1" 
Visimar’s voice was famter. "I 
hear the twitterbg of bats m the 
high air, and the whisper of no-wind 
anud the rushes, I hear the plunge 


of an otter into deep water. I hear — 
1 hear the voice of Byoko I" 

There was a agh like dawn-wind 
among the ciondiing men and they 
swayed as Visimar swayed, and 
Wan Tengri passed his hand above 
the fire so tliat fumes eddied upward 
into Viamar’a dulled face. 

"And what says the voice of 
Byoko ? ’’ he asked softly. 

Viaimar’s brows crawled upward, 
and his bps twitched, but fOT long 
he made no aiuswcr. 'T hear no 
tread of armed men, bnt many 
priests chant in the temple of the 
Heaven-Bear, and I hear the thud- 
ding of drums." 

"The drums I" Wan Tengri whis- 
pered. "What do the drums say ?" 

Visimai's bead shook from side 
to side so that bis red hair dragged 
across his shoulders, and whispered 
on the wool of his tunic, He put his 
two hands upon hb knees and they 
rose and Cell in a curious broken 
rhythm, and Wan Tenm knew he 
was hearit« the voice of the drums. 
He frowned heavily, for this was a 
language he could not read. The 
Mongols spoke from camp to camp 
upon drums that thudded softly 
into the night ; and tlie men of the 
Empire of Khitai sent their rn& 
sages through the earth itself with 
a sound like a silk-wrapped club 
beating upon a pillar of gold, but 
their language was a secret thing 
that only the lords of the land might 
read. Wan Tengri stirred restle^y 
and Visimar's bands ceased to beat 
in their curious rhythm. He laughed 
loudly and senselessly for a while and 
then he lay back in deep sleep. 

Wan Tengri removed the golden 
ears and strung them about his neck 
once more and motioned to the 
close-grouped men. "Sleep, as your 
chieftain sleeps," he ordered. "The 
drums only warn the grass-devils to 
keep their watch, and what need 
have we to fear grass-devils — we, 
whose magic is so strong I' ' 


While the men slept. Wan Tengri 
sat beside the dyii^ spot of 
in the s h ield and his eyes brooded 
upon the blackness of the night, and 
the small sounds and smells of the 
high grass crept in upon him ; the 
stealthiness of the beasts of prey, and 
the frantic sgueal of the grass-eaters 
under their fangs ; the rustle of 
faint winds and the caught moan of 
a Bleeping rnsn, troubled Wa dream. 
He loiew the stench of decaying 
things in the wet [daces where the 
land was low and, now and again, 
vagTMtly, there came to his nostrils 
the rich sweetness of the high burning 
heads of peonies, drowsing above the 
grass. 

These things he knew and sensed 
with the warrior part of him that 
was always alive to danger, but bis 
mind strayed back to Byoko. Tossa 
was sleeping there, or perhaps lying 
awake upon her couch to think of 
the wor^ Thanamund had borne 
to her. Bourtai would be weaving 
of his small spdfa, or sleeping like 
a monkey in a tight knot, with bis 
scrawny arms over his head, or 
whimpering for fear in his dreams. 
He hoped that Aosoka did not sleep 
at all. If his gods and his stars were 
wise, they would have toid Aosoka 
that his days were numbered and 
that his doom was upon him. Wan 
Tengri stroked his beud and frowned 
at the grease that came off on bis 
hands. And Wan Tengri nodded at 
the darkness, and stiirra a soldier to 
stand watch — and Sung himself down 
to his brief sleep. For his plans were 
complete. 

Before dawn stirred to ruffle its 
silvery feathers in the east. Wan 
Tengri roused the camp and, foodless 
once more save for sun-dried meat 
they chewed as they marched, the 
legion struck off into the northwest. 
Visimar bounced like a boy in bis 
stride, his voice taut with eagetness. 

"Thy magic is a wondrons thing, 
Atniairic I" he cried- " Such dreams 
as 1 had this night, and snch strength 
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as I f«I this raon) I So fatisoe (an 
touch me, ud no cold nor hunger," 
"But you would sell your soul ior 
a drink, eh, ania?" Wan Tengri 
asked d^ly. "Thine own bottle is 
longsince drained.’’ 

"'There is that," Visiinar conceded, 
"Colors spoke to me with the tones 
of bells and drums, and sounds were 
like peonies in the grass, or like 
the sky at morning, and the touch 
of my own flesh beneath my hands 
wasa silken delight — " 

His voice ran on, but Wan Tengri's 
eyes probed into black darkness 
ahead to whore a hiU thrust like 
the hunched shoulders of a bear, 
against the fainter blackness of the 
Iky. 


See thou, Vron 




the enchanted fat ; and the m 
to kill with their blessed swords every 
grass-devil who looses a patch of 
fog I" 

Visunar's hand struck his sword- 
hilt in salute of acknowledgment and 
Wan Tengri stood alone on the crest 
of a wave of the sea of Buryat and 
his eyes brooded toward the hill of 
bears. A little wind stirred in the 
darkness and brought trim the animal 
stench, and another acrid smell that 
was gangika bunring. Perhaps the 
Tinsuneni on guard Usteued to the 
beating of Byoto drums ; or perhaps 
th^ sought the drurrken laughter 
and the sweet dreams of gangika. 
Thoughtfully, Wan Tengri slipped 
his bow over his shoulder and rested 
it on his right toe ; and the muscles 
rippled across his shoulders as he 
bent the powerful frame to notch the 
gut, and an arrow was ready between 
the fingers of bis left band, Visisnat’s 
tread come softly to his side. 

"Send half the men to east, and 
half to west," Wan Tengri ordered. 
"They will form a great circle, yet 
let no man lose right of bis brother. 
When my sword strikes upon my 
shield, they wQl charge and kill all 


who cross their path.s — but they will 

them by voice.^Let them be in their 
places when first the red eye of the 
sun looks above the far edge of 

"X'- Tengri nodded to the salute, 
grinned crookedly over his shoulder 
at Virimar, and then Wan Tengri 
stole forward among the waving 
reeds, nor did his feet make any 
sound. Unquestioningly, Visimar 
repeated the orders and the men filed 
off into the dark mystery of the 
devil-grass. But Virimar fixed his 
magic mask about his face and took 
his sword in hand and went, with taut 
muscles, in the wake of the d^veier, 
of whom there was no trace at all. 


It seeueb to Virimar that, dimly, 
he cai^ht the presMt twang of a 
bowstring and, at intervals there- 
after, it spoke in the slowly graying 
light of dawn. It was when the red 
wash of the rising sun stained the 
east that he heard the cry ; heard it 
begun high and terrible in the half- 
light and soar upward until he could 
no longer hear any sormd ; yet he 
felt the aching of the cry in his ears. 
Virimar swore, for he knew that, in 
walled Byoko, magic cars would hear 
that cry, end the crystal globe on its 
crest which Wan Tengri bad de- 
scribed, would point the diieclion of 
the cry ^ the way the enchanted 
ants within it reacted to the vibration 
of the globe. And a swiff legion 
would march to destroy them I And 
Virimar was afraid, and trembled in 
the high grass while he waited for the 
sun to llK, and for the shielil of Wan 
Tengri to send its summons to battle. 
His eyes strained toward the hill 
when the first red lance of the sim 
struck across the white mist that 
hovered over the sea of Buirot, and 
a great ay welled against ’^isimsr's 
throat — and died there. Gratefulness 
filled his belly. For there, upon the 
topmost point of the HU of bears, 
stood the deliverer 1 


THE 


Wan Tenuri's broad face beneath 
the homed nelmet stared into the 
rising sun, and the staining of those 
first rays touched as with Blood the 
bdmet shield, and the naked sword 
'n to band. For a doMii breaths, 
—iiT t 1. hundred had 


until be w: 


ling sky. 




against the m 

tlien, and seni „ ^ 

out into the grass — and he struck the 
flat of to sword arainst the shield. 
The harsh voice of the mctai sang 
out overtire levels of grass, and hoarse 
sliouts from a himtiied throats an- 
swered him. He saw the high flash 
of drawn steel, and the violent waving 
of the grass as the hundrri charged 
forward in straight lines toward the 
base of the hill. Now and then he 
caught the glint of the early snn upon 


metal to er 
the wc! 


: hut tl 


0 the purple 


At varying points, he saw those 
waverings of grass check for a 
moment, and thm begin again more 
violently, and he smiled in fes beard. 
Each one of those checking men 
marked the death-place of one of the 
Tinsnnehi, each of whom bore now 
in his breast the horse-hair tufted 
arrow of Wan Tengri I The last of 
the bearded devils, he who had 

ade that held in the beid of bears. 
Perhaps it had been a vainglorious 
thing to slay all these Tinsunchi 
single-handed, but it would add to 
his stature in the eyes of to men, 
whether they thought him a great 
sorcerer or a finer warrior, which 
was as well since to force was so 


Wan Tengri folded his bronsed 
arms across his deep chest and 
waited (hen until the last wavering 
in the grass had stilled, and all the 
hundred were crouched just in the 
margin of the sea as he nad bidden 
them. He sent to heavy voice 
rolling toward them. 

"Come, my brave ones I" he ctied. 


"Tliere is looj to fill the bellna uf 
men — and afterward there is fiehtine 
to fill the bellies of warriors I" 

They came leaping up the rocky 
slope toward him, and there was 
fiercenea and awe upon their laces, 
but Visimar ran more swiftly than all 
and threw himself on his knee before 
Wan Tengri, and lilted his sword in 
hrilljant ^ute. 

"Hail, deliverer 1" His voice 
soared. "Thy m^c is all-powerful, 
lord I We foUow you to the conquest 
of Byoko I” 

A great shout lifted from the 
assembled men and their swords 
flashed high in tribute. Wan Tengri 
ac!cnowIed||ed it with a careless hft 
in to band, but his shoulders swayed 
in a little swagger as he turned away, 

"Loot and eat," he called, arid 
dropped his hand heavily upon Visi- 
mat's shoulder. "Your men obey 
orders. Visimar, omfa. By that same 
token, we will conejuer I And worry 

summons to Byoko with a scream. 
The same wind that bore his voice can- 
not bring the Heaven-Bear against 

again, we will be ready for the 
Tinsunchi who march against us. It 
is what 1 had p lann er! upon, and it 
was for that reason I pennitted the 
last of the grass-devils to wail to 
despair to his masters." 

"Lord,"saidVisimarhumbly,"thou 

thee to'tod TO'1fimdrS°men^ 
conquer the world I " 

Wan Tengri swaggered to shonl- 
ders a little, and his smile broadened 
in bis beard. He looked down where 
the hundred men were stuffing food 
Into their mouths, and towa^ the 
stockade where the uneasy bears 
were snuffling, and he lifted a band 
to touch the bit of the True Cross 
about lus neck. He cleared his 
throat cautiously, 

"And, of course, Visimar, there is 
the help of Christos," he said- 
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As Wan Tencki bod forween, it 
was a legion of tbe Tinsonchi that 
tnarclied the dusty high toad toward 
the hill of bears wLecce the summoas 
had come at dawn, for Aosoka no 
longer trusted his captive legions 
sinre this red-headed devil, Wan 
Tengri, had vanished into the very 
air above his head. There was, too, 
a rumor abroad in the dty which 
made men walk uneasily and which 
caused Aosoka, on his golden bed, to 




m who perfumed and curled his 
_ liaii. 

Once he had thought the olden 
es guaranteed to Byoko and 
se an eternal fame, for had 
not the soothsayers foretold that it 
should endure until the Great Bear 
should leave the heavens, and march 
upon his chosen people ? And surely, 
nothing was so ^xed and nnchanging 
as the great constellation that swung 
in stately grandeur about the red 
northern star I Yet now men whis- 
pered in the streets that, on this day, 
or the morrow, the Heaven-Bear 
would turn upon his own I 
So Aosoka consulted feverishly 
with his astrologers and his shrill 
voice whined in complaint, and the 
kohl about his eyes was smeary with 
neglect, and there were two curls 
wtuch hnng limp and neglected upon 
his shoulders — so he trusted not his 
red legions and ordered more archers 
to the Gate of the Barbarians : and 
an arorehensive double-hundred of 
the Tmsunchi, unused to such long 
forced marches, straggled along the 
high road toward the hill of bears. 
Their spears slanted at two hundred 
different angles and their eyes stole 
oS toward the high grass that 
marched and whispered b^de them ; 
the high grass that for so long bad 
been their friend and protector, and 
now might hide . . . anything. The 
sun bunted in their ^es, and t!ie dust 
of the road coatetf their sweating 


bodies and clogged their liairy nostrils, 
and the smell ol decay that fifted, hot 
and heavy, about them was an 
ominous thing. 

So they marched throughout the 
long morning and, when the midday 
eating was finished, the captains 
must strike about with the flat of the 
sword to urge these men to marching 
again. And the Hour of the Rat 
digged past, and the Ox and the 
Tiger, and their spears trailed in the 
dust ; and the Hour of the Hare 
limpri past, and the Dragon, and 
their stumbling wsary feet made 
scarce any ptwress at all ; and the 
Hour of the Mtp>ent pulled its 
weary length and it was in the Ifour 
of the Sheep that at last the hunch- 
backed loom of the hill of bears 
raised its waverinebnes before their 
reddened ctcs. TTie Hour of the 
cowardly Sheep, when darkness was 
gathering around the roots of the 
reeds, and the sonorous white mist 
that rose with evening, writhed like 
a serpent through the hollows of the 

And the captain of the Tmsunchi 
lifted his weary, dogged eyes from the 
dust where be stumbled ahead of bis 
men and stared along the glimmer of 
the white road tosrard me hill of 
bears. Refuge and rest there, wfien 
they had swept aside whatever peril 
threatened. Whert — His eyes 
quested back doubtfully over the 
rtra^ling ranks of the men and he 

hoarse with useless exhortations. A 

that, anr^^e line straightened not 
at ail. He pleaded with them, and 
held out the hope of rest and food — 
when they bad won it, and a lew more 
looked toward him, and beyond him. 


man who looked b^ond and prodded 
him with words. 'It is there we rest 
on the hill of our ancestors, the bears." 
he urged. "Show but for a brief while 
the courage of the sons of the bears, 
and there will be rest and feastirrg I 
The eyes of the man who star^ 


BEAR-GOD 


SONS OF THE 

be^d him focused slowly, acd theo 
they strained wide and tenftie, He 
made a hoarse sound like a sob and 
dragged his hairy forearm across his 
eyes and stared again. And the sob 
became a scream, harsh with terror I 
He pointed a rigid arm along the 
dusty road and squeezed out individ- 
ual words that creaked with his fright. 

“The bear, captain t The Heaven- 
Bear-that-w^s-Iike-a-man I He Is 
marching against us !" 


The captain whirled and fought 
against the cry that lifted in quavering 
fright to his own throat, and behind 
him, a hundred voices picked up the 
shout. There was the clatter of 
weapons, but they were weapons that 
had been thrown to the road. The 
captain swore in despair. He drew 
his long curved sword and set himself 
in the middle of the road and death 
was in his heart, for what bis eyes 
saw, his soul could not believe — yet 

Marching toward him, as steadily 
as ever a red legion swung, was a 
double file of be^ who strode like 
men. Their mouths snarled open 
redly, and their great bodies reared 
higher than even the heads of the red 
legion. And between each two of the 
bears- that 'Walked-like-meo, there 
were two other hears that shuSed 
along on all fours, like the Hons of 
war that the Persians were said to 
train ! The leader of the bears was 
greater Chan all the rest, and he 

E used to point a cimd, claw-armed 
epaw toward the Tinsunchin, and 
a snarl of rage lilted from the 
marching bears, and they began to 
trot more swiftly ! 

Terror loosenM the wearied limbs 
of the captain of the Tinsiiochi With 
a scream, be flung his sword from him 
and turned to flee. He staggered as 
he ran down the middle of the high 
road, and there was not any man in 
his way. The dusty path was littered 
vdth spears and shiefds, and the dust 
was thick. It bad swallowod up the 


legion oi the Tinsunchl, and the 
ragged thud of thdr running feet, 
the hoarse shouts of their tenor came 
back to him terribly. He ran — and 
a blow that was pain took him 
between the shoulders and he pitched 
hard forward in the dust of the road 
with an arrow rooted in his back, so 
chat his feet jerked npward with the 
violence of fall, and afterward 
scrabbled in the dust a little before 
he was stilL The dust had filled his 
mouth and glazing eyes, lifted in a 
little white cloud ateve him and, 
settling, then vanishing into the 
swift-coming dusk, earned off his 

The bear legion swung along the 
road at the steady trot of men to 
whom marching is life, and as th^ 
passed, a swor3 glittered in Che air 
and swept down, to part the captain's 
head from his trunk, but not much 
blood flowed out to clot the white 
dust, for he was already dead. The 
lines of the upright bear legion 
swung past, and the snuffling b^rs, 
yoked two and two, and bound by 
ropes to the waists of oppoate 
warriors, snorted in terror past his 
corpse. And then the dust si^owed 
them, too. The captain’s body lay 

^ head bad rolled so that sightless 
dust-filled ^es turned upward toward 
the darkemng heavens. And in the 
high grass, a raccoon-dog yelped, and 
was answered by another. When 
they yelped again, they were nearer — 
nearer to the road where Conquest 
had trod its mailed feet. 

At the head of his red legion, bodies 
clothed in the hides of the bears they 
had slain. Wan Tengri ran steadily 

stiSening weight of the raw skin that 
he wore. A ^e moon swam its way 
up the heavens, and white dust 
mingled with the white mist of the 
devu-grass and laid a low blanket 
across the road above which men’s 
heads bobbed like disembodied beasts. 
The legion slowed its trot to a w^, 
and picked up the trot again. At 
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the hour, Wan Tengri called a halt 
tmd men flung themselves down in 
the dust to rest, to chew at sun-dried 
bear meat, and to laugh and jest 
roughly with one another. All save 
the six who ran in the front ranks 
carried their bearskins upon their 
shoulders now, and thne six were 
changed at ea^ rest period. 

They ran and walked and rested, 
and yet swiftly they overhauled the 
terroi^mad Tmsunchl, Again and 
again, the bowstring twanged and, 
presentlv, a sword swung high and 
struck downward at a hMy in the 
dust. The small bearded men sought 
reluK in the high grass beside the 
road, but they &d there only as a 
last resort, when exhaustion and the 
steady, inexorable ptmnd-pound of 
the marching bears came too close. 
So that they fled too late, and the 
searching arrows found them out, and 
on each flank, there were men who 
came with their heavy swords to 
make sure of death. 


At last, the east was graying, and 
the sun’s orb thrust up bloodily as 
befitted the day that followed such 
slaughter — and Wan Tengri called a 
halt where the walls of Byoko loomed 
redly and a scant dozen of the Tin- 
sundii still staggered ahead of tijem 
toward the gates of the dty. 

Crouched low in the tugh grass, 
Wan Tengri faced the grim, dusty 
warriors, weary with tlie road and 
the slaughter, iJut fierce with the wine 
of victory in their throats. 

"It is time," Wan Tengri said 
harshly, "to strike the final "blow at 
Byoko. Those fools who escaped will 
of the slaughter on the read, but 
they will know only that the march- 
ing bears pursoed them aB the long 
way back to Byoko, and that their 
brotheis-in-arms perished. To them, 
it is magic. Remember that, men of 
Visimar. and of Asnlaiiic, when next 
you fear magic. And it may be that 
you wiU meet magic defending the 
walls of Byoko. Some magic can 


kill, but a man who cuts out terror 
Irom his breast is armed five-fold 
against all sorceries. I, Amlairic, 
tfie Deliverer, tell you this. And you 
have seen the proof I" 

He looked about him with his gray 
brooding cyM, and they were sunken 
with the fatigue of the hard marching 
they tiad done ; and there were grim 
lines streaking the dust of his face, 
and grimmer fires in his eyes. 'Ibe 
captive, half-tamed bears of the 
stockade, yoked two-and-two, panted 
Uke dogs and soaked their long lur 
in the ditch-water along the mad. 
The sun slanting throu^ the thick 
reeds laid close bars of shadow and 
brown sunlight across their backs, 
and the close, hot smell of them 
filled the air. Wan Tengri arched 
his nostrils at the sun-iotting stench 
of the raw hide fastened about his 
shoulders, but he did not looses it 
"Von have seen," he said, "the 
great Heaven-Bear gallop across the 
tops of the grass, and have seen it 
strike low the enemies of the Tin- 
sunchi. To-day, I release the Heaven- 
Bear upon B^ko I I shall endow 
yoo with my magic, so that you may 
share in this sorcery I" 

The faces of the legion creased is 
grins, and yet there was awe in their 

3 es, and Wan Tengri was well 
»sed. He would make these men 
tus bodyguards and his lords when he 
was on the throne of Aosoka and they 
must not lose that awe, if Prester 
John was to rule long in this city and 
empire of his clioice I 
"These arc my orders," he said 
curtly. "See to it that you obey to 
the word or my mape will destroy 


Ok tm watts of Byoko, the 
bearded guards saw the straggling 
remnant of the double-hundred that 
had set forth so bravely in the 
previous dawn, and they sounded the 
trumpets of alarm. Armored men 
maiuied forth from the Gate of the 
Dawn to succor the stmvivors and. 
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Afterward, they gazed back in terror 
as they fled to 4b protection of the 
walls of Byoko. The word wu 
carried by s^t runner to the palace 
of Aosoka and, on hia golden bear- 
throne, Aosoka trembled and cried 
out in terror — and struck his dagger 
into the heart of the messenger. 

He stood before the bear-throne 
then, with blood on his carefnlly 
tended fat hand, and shouted at his 
guard in his shrill voice. "This man 
hed I" he said savagely, “Do you 
hear ? He lied I Bears do not much 
like men, and they do not fight Tike, a 
legion I They coiild not destroy their 
grandsons upon the Road of the 
Heaven-Bear I If any man repeat 
these lies, his tongue shall be tom 
out, and his boww shall grace the 
Gate of the Barbarians I Aosoka bos 

And even as be spoke, there was a 

palace, for there were a dozen men 
whose hearts had been pierced by the 
dagger of fear, and wnat they had 
seen they shrined in the streets of 
Byoko, Men and women poured 
from the brazen doors of their 
homes, or leaned over the low para- 
pets of their roofs and the word of the 
terror spread. Bears that walked like 
men had turned upon the legions of 
the Tinsunchi and had destroyed all 
save these dozen upon the Road of 
the Heaven-Bear, had followed even 
to the gates of the city — and the old, 
direful prophecy was rulfllled I 

The Tinsundii streamed into the 
streets and flowed in a great, brawling 
river to the palace, and they walked 
where men had only dared to craw! 
before they clamored at the brazen 
doors of tire throne-room which Wan 
Tengri once bad burst asunder. They 
lifted their voices in lamentations 
and in sorrow, crying out to Aosoka, 

“Save us, master 1" they cried. 
"Save us, Aosoka, from the anger ol 
the Heaven-Bear I Make saenflees 
to the Beat I Call on thy magic 1 
Saveusfeom the wrath of our gods I" 

Qutching his padded hands upon 


the paw-arms of the Bear-throne, 
Aosoka heard and dared not open the 
doors, but sent his guards oy cir- 
cuitous ways to drive the people from 
the p^ace. He sent his trumpeters 
and his drummers through the streets 
to summon the people to sacrifice 
in the temple of the Heaven-Bear, 
and bade every woman bring her 
most precious possessions that the 
Heaven-Bear be appeased. The 
throngs crushed into the temple and 
ofiered their jewels with high-held, 
pleading hands, and the avenue before 
the temple was black with crowding 
people. Children fell and were 
trampled beneath panic feet, and 
women were suffocated upright. The 
hairy legions marched to the walB 
and stood grimly at watch, with their 
bows strung, and their long spears 
with their « 1 nctiing blades held In 
readiness. But their faces were pale, 

the smoke of sacrifice rising above 
the temffle of the Bea r , and they 
were afraid. 

And all this was before Wan Tenm 
had launched his magic against the 
walls of Byoko. 




t Bear turns on the 
people who have forgotten him 1 
The Heaven-Bear will walk over the 
grass, over the sea of Buryat, and 
woe to those who stand in his path I 
Flee, men of Byoko, flee, thou false 
sons of the Bear t Flee while tliere 

The guard upon the wall wailed in 
terror, and many would have fled, 
but that their trembling officers 
turned them back with drawn swords. 
And some flung themselves into the 
moat beneath the walls and drowned 
because they did not dare to live. 

In the irigb grass, beyond the green 
walls of ganglia that surrounded the 
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vas grim laughter 
He pointea to the small hi 
had caused to be kindled. 


east wall of Byoko, but nowhere else, 
and touch fixe to the dry grass. If 
the gangika, the kenlyr as you call 
it, wl not bum, hack it dovm with 

upon the Sames but take care that 
you do not suck in the smoke. When 
it rises, thick and black, over Byoko, 
when the laughter of death srizes 

to the toad of the Heaven-Bear, for 
Bear to march upon Byoko I" 

The men answered him with a 
muSed shout and thrust prepared 
■ ■' to the fire and Wan Tengri 

the fire, and they wiiined in then- 
throats, and there was a restlessness 
upon &em. A step forward they 
took and swayed their heads, and a 
step back and swayed the other way. 
Over and over, in their restlessness 
and their fear. Wan Tengri grinned 
upon them. 

"Fear not, thou small Heaven- 
Bears." he rumbled. "There will be 
feasting for thee this day I" 

The grass crackled under the 
torches, and spurts of flame leapt 
high, and the tall tops fell forward 
and the wind swept a wall of hot fire 
against the towering %axgika. the 
plants from which hemp is taken, so 
that the green leaves withered, and 
dark fumes swilled upward from 
them. The tall stalks bowed with the 
beat, and the buds fell with small 
resinous cracklings into the fire — and 
the fumes were thicker and darker. 
They me^d into a great, black 
cloud, rolling across the moat, climb- 


ing heavily up the white walls of 
Byoko. 

Wan Tengri waited, with the grim 
smile on his lips, and Visimar stood 
beside him, with wonder wide in his 
eyes. " 'Tis naught bat smoke," he 
said uncertainly. "How is it that 
they will envisage the Heaven-Be^ ? 
What of this laughter of death ?“ 

Wan Tengri grumbled in his beard 
and did not tell him of the hemp- 
eaters of far Hind. "How was it that 
on a certain night, you did hear 
sounds from far Byoko, and that 
colors did speak to you and sounds 
were like the sky at dawning ? I have 
put Into the raiuds of the gwds upon 
the wall that the Heaven-Bear will 
charge upon them— and the dreams 
of my magic, Visiniar. biiognot always 
pleasant things I" 

"Thy magic r Visimar sucked in 
a breath of awe. "Master, lord, I had 

Ten^ laughed shortly. "The 
Tinsunchi srill not forget I” 


The bliVCK fukes, the brown swirl- 
ing fumes, and acrid smoke lifted 
above the walls of Byoko and the 
wails of terror were broken by fits of 
hard coughing, Guards fired their 
bows vainly into the darkness, and 
blindly under the urging of ^eir cap- 
tains, for their fear was a great and 
awful thing, The laughter of the 
gangika, the hemp seized them by 
the throats, and shook their sides, and 
there was no strength in them, and 
th^ saw that it was not smoke that 
swilled upon them, but that the 
Great Heaven-Bear was waUdog 
across the grass to wreak his wrath "i 
And they turned, still terribly laugh- 
ing, and slew tlidr captains. They 
Mured down liom toe walls and 
fled, screaming their terrors between 
the gusts of uncontrollable laughter. 

Aosoka left his golden throne and 
walked iu dirt-strewn clothing, with 
dust upon his bend, through the 
streets of Byoko. He waddled his 
fat, unaccustomed way barefooted 
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over the cobbles oi the street, and 
he whimpered when they cut his 
tender soles. He sent his favorite, 
most lovely slaves to be slain as a 
sacrifice before the Great Bear, and 
frantic men and women flung their 
sons and daughters upon the altars 
until the arms of the priests were red 
and smoking to the shouldem with 
their blood, until the sacrifice knives 
were dulled with death, and the 
priests were weary and sick. And 
still the hosts of the Great Bear 
swirled dark fumes down within the 
walls, borne on the breath of the 
pnfle dawn-wind. It filtered into 
houses, and into the very temple of 
the Groat Bear, and the awful 
laughter seized upon the men and the 
women of Byoko. And it brought 
madness. 

In the high grass, behind the wall 
of fire and smoke. Wan Tengri deemed 
that the hour was ripe. He called bis 
men before him, and saw that their 
grease-smeared masks of hair were 
over their faces, and the hides of the 
bears upon their bodies. Therestless 
bears were yoked and roped, and Wan 
Tengri stood before the men. 

"My magic has prepared the way," 
he said roughly, "You will tad 
naught but men stricken with help- 
less lautater to oppose you, and the 
sight of^u will turn tfieir bones to 
water. Say I Slay to end the slavery 
of your people I when the fighting ts 
done. I will pve the dty over to sack, 
save that a half of all the riches must 
come to . . . must be ofiered to 
Christos, and to me, who am his 
priest. But wait I If any man turn 
aside from his path to loot before 1 
have given the word, my magic, the 
mighty magic of Amkirte, will pdnt 
him out I And he shall be pulled to 

C es gradually as men dissect a bug 1 
bands and feet, his legs and his 
arms, and finally but not too soon, bis 
head shall be pulled from his dioulders. 
Amlairic has spoken I" 

A shudder went through the ranks 
and a moaned answer rose from them. 
"Lord, we hear and obey I" 


"It is well," Wan Tengri said 
grinta. "March and day I" 

"March and slay I" ^ey echoed 
his words, and the bear I^oo swung 
into the Road of the Heaven-Bear 
from which Wan Tengri's orders, and 
the ditches of water had kept the 
fire, and they marched tovrard the 
Gate of the Dawn I 
Few there were upon the walls to 
witness the coming; few save the 
chief officers of the l^on, and they, 
through their streaming eyes, through 
the mad laughter that shook them 
without ceasing, saw the legion of the 
bears that walked as men, and their 
captive brethren who shuffled on 
leashes like fighting lions, and there 
was no more strength for fighting 
within them. A man in a brazen 
helmet stood upon the bulwarks and 

e ihed head-first to the roadway 
ore the gate, but the others fled in 
terror and their screams brought the 
Snal disaster. 

Wan Tengri's men marched steadily 
and, as they advanced, the brazen 
gates swung wide and, from the 
shadows, Thanamnnd coughed and 
laughed terribly, between his greet- 
ings to the Heaven-Bear. "Master," 
he gasped, "all is prepared and we 
await thee in the throne-room of 
Aosokaat the Hour of the Bear I" 

He waited until the legion of the 
bear had marched past, and then be 
slipped to the secret underground 
ways he knew, where as yet the fumes 
had not penetrated, and he fled 
swiftly — but Wan Tengri barely ac- 

his swora in the band to which the fur 
and the claw of a bear had been 
thonged. The bows of the legion 
were speaking and men, unstrung by 
laughter, fell choking in the streets 
of Byoko. The swords rose and fell 
and sharp daggers slit through the 
hairy thiwts. Where the legion of 
the bear passed, no living thing re- 
mained, And no man left the ranks 
for looting. 

Panic spread ahead of their march, 
and the great throng in the temple 


UNKNOWN 


of the Bear despaired and fled. 
They trampled one another in their 
eagerness to escape, and brother slew 
brother who stoM in his path, and 
the madness of the laughter iliook 
them. They flung wide the gates of 
the dty and they poured out upon 
the roads that traversed the sea of 
Buryat. They flung aside their 
weapons and tlieir w^th, and any- 
thiDg that might be a bu^en upon 
their speed — and Wan Tengri judged 


he said then, 
slaughter-dried throat. "But there is 
still much killing to be done, and the 
arms of our men are weary . Go thou, 
and bring the red legion to the 
slaughter — hut the looting must wait, 
unda the penalty of the death I have 

"AftUairic, lord," Viaimar said 
dee[fly, and his voice was a frightened 
thing'behind the mask of furs, "many 
wonderful things have I seen, and 
much magic, in the years of my life, 

victory as this. If my people dis- 
obey, they shall die by my own hand. 
Igol" 


The mzs In the grass and in the 
gangika died out against the moat 
and the walls of Byoko, but the acrid 
fumes hovered low over the white 
walls, and the eye of the sun looked 
tlirougb them bloodily. The bear 
legion moved heavily and their 
swords were sluggish at the slaughter, 
but t^ red legions loosed from the 
rei^n of fear, ravened like starved 

wielded torturous daggers. Till Wan 
Tengri wearied of the vengeance and 
deemed the spirit and the power of 
the Tinsunchi broken, and ordered 
the gates closed, and those who re- 
mained alive herded into the bloody 
temple of the Bear — and gave over 
the dty to looting, with the proviso, 
repeat^ fiercely, that the half of all 
the riches be brought— to Christos i 


And Wan Tenm smiled in his beard, 
and counted me wealth that would 
be his. For, look, he had saved for 
Christos, the fifty thousand who 
would kneel in woi^p, and that was 
the pledge he had made I 
So finally, when the bloody sun 
stood straight overhead, and the time 
was come, Wan Tengri strode with 
the small guard of the Beer which he 
maintained, through the slippery 
streets of Byoko and came finally to 
the palace of Aosoka. Visimar had 
posted meu of the red legion there, 
and they smote their shields and 
lifted their swords high in salute. 

"Hr^ I" they bramed, "Hail, lord 
Amkrric, the Conqueror I" 

But Wan Tengri went alorte 
through the court of the pyramid, 
and to the brazen doors of the throne- 
room. He stood thMc, the bear-fur 
flung around his shoulders like adoak, 
the homed helmet upon his head, his 
stained sword in hu band, but no 
other clothing save the muddy boots 
upon his feet, and the brief girdle of 
frmgcd wool whicli hnng from his 
weapon belt. He was bone-weaiy, 
but exultation bore him up and there 

shouldeiif^His beard thrust forward 
fiercely, and be lilted his sword and 
struck three ringing Wows u^n tlm 

rang through the halls and came back 

doore swung apart, and Wan Tengri^ 
eyes stabbra through the widening 
aperture and fixed on the golden 
throne of the bear. Across the steps 
of the low dais, the body of Aosoka 
sprawled bloodily, and there was a 
red ruB across his throat where a 
dagger had traced its fat way. And 
the doors swung wider, and Tbana- 
mund flung hi m^ to his knees on his 
left, and liowed his head of long 
golden hair to the floor, and whis- 
pered. "Hail, Conqueror I" 

And Tossa came slowly forward 
from the right, with lier had bowed, 
and the weight of her honey hair 
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aswing apcm her shoulders, and she 
was dothed sU io purest white, and 
no jewels ware upon her arms or 
throat, or on her ankles. And she 
bowed to her knees and placed her 
lips upon the muddy boot of Prester 

J ohn and afterward lifted her blue, 
mpid eyes to his fact, 

■'Greetings to my lord," she whis- 

Wan Tengri drew her to her feet, 
and his hand stained her milk-white 
flesh with red, but she smiled at him 
and drew with it spirals around the 
Arm roundness of her arms. 

"The blood of thy enemies, lord," 
she said, "will ever be sweet in the 
nostrils of Tossa, thy slave I" 

Wan Tengri laughed deeply, and 
set his heavy arms about 'Tossa's 
Moulders, and drew her close. "Thou 
art the wife for a conqueror," he 
cried. "Ho, there, Bourtal, show thy 
ugly monkey's face I" 

A door, unseen until it opened, 
swung wide behind the throne of 
Aosoka, and Bourtai thrust out his 
grimacing face. 

"Hail, Wan Teii|ri." he cried, in 
his cackling voice, "ineversawsuch 


He skipped forward acrt«s the 
chamber, stepping disdainfuiiy over 
the body of Aosoka, asprawl before 
the throne, and held out his dirty, 
claw hands, adrrop with the glitter of 
strion of rubies and of diamonds : of 

S aris and precious baubles of gold- 
e chattered on in the Mongol tongue 
which they both knew, and which was 
strange in the ears of Tossa and of 
Thanamund, and Thanamund lifted 
bis golden head and his narrowed blue 
eyes scanned the face of Bourtai, 
and Tossa moved within the drcle of 
Wan Tengri's [xiwerful arm. 

'Have you secrets then from 
Tossa ?" she asked softly. 

But Wan Tengri was grinning into 
the beady malicious e^es of Bourtai, 
and watching the quick grimaces of 
the gr»dy mouth of Bourtai. 

"It is a thing I do not understand, 
lord," Bourtai said fretfully. "Tossa 


saw .^Ol>oka swallow this ruby of 
wisdom be wore upon bis brows, and 
though I slit him like the fat hoe he 
is, and winnowed all his vitaS, I 
could not And it. Do you think it 
was a magic stone that was dissolved 
into his blood ?" 

"I think," said Wan Tengri with 
a grin, that belied bis ha^ tone, 
"that thou hast swallowed this same 
niby to keep it thyself. How would 
it Ik if 1 your small monkey's 
belly — " He reached out and jerked 
Bourtai close and laid his d^ger's 
point against Bourtai’s belly, and 
the i»es of Tossa bunred, and behind 
his 6ack, Thanamund gripped his 
own daggCT and his gaze sought 
Tossa's. But she shook her head. 

Bourtai's beady eyes blinked, and 
his pendulous lip loosened. "Nay, 
lord, I swear it I There are riches 
enough for us both I" 

Wan Tengri laughed and thrust 
him away. "Keep thou the doors of 
the throne-room closed until I return. 
Thou, Thanamund, and Bourtai, keep 
watch. Tossa, mayhap in the ward- 
robe of this swollen Aosoka, some- 
what deflated now, we will find robes 
to fit this bear's frame of mine and 
clothe me more fittingly for the 
throne of Aosoka, Do thou attend 

Tossa's cheeks flamed and her eyes 
sought the floor, and her voice was 
faint, "Yes, lord, ray husband I" 

Wan Tengri looked toward her, and 
roared out his deep laughter. "WTiy, 
yes, for all things there is time, rince 
I rule here." &d he laughed again, 
"Come, my wife, Tossa." 


He was still bellowing out his deep 
laughter when the small hidden door 
shut heavily behind them, and Bour- 
tai fell to wrangling with 'Tbanamuud 
over a pouch of jewels. But Thana- 
mund’s eyes bla^ toward the door 
throi^h which Tossa had gone. 

"I am not sure," he said worriedly, 
"that i trust Tossa over-much. Theip 
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is a certain power in these swaggering 

Bourtai cackled, "Aye, but when 
that power b gone, nothing. For, 
look you, Tbanainnnd, Tossa likes 

Thanamund spun like a striking 
sn^e. _ "Say you she rules me, foin 

Bourtai backed away, yet still 
grinned- "Nay, did 1 s^ that ? 
Vet it seems to me that Tessa has 
her way. But remember, there is 
to bo no slnring of Wan Tengri 1 He 
has been a Mend to me in his foolish, 
addle-pated way. and while I am no 
man to let friendship stand in the 
way of filling my pouch, assassina- 
tion is not necessary here so long as 
you let Tossa have lier way." He 
frowned and looked in a worried way 
at the corpse of Aosoka, "But I 
WMld that I could find the ruby of 

Soaked clean in the perfumed bath 
of Aosoka, and clad in silks that 
became him well, Wan Tengri took 
his ease upon Aosoka's divan, the 
while Tossa tended his hair and 


'1 with thee, si 
own interest is ever near thy heart.'' 

Tossa's eyes were downcast where 
she knelt on the couch beside him. 
and her voice was soft. " I am only a 
woman, lord, and so cannot argue in 




yet 


style. . 

aid and yon have made n 
' an emperor ! Yet I am amoraous, 
id fearful, for you I" 

Wan Tengri stirred on the couch, 
It sank back again under her 
accepted cooling juices 
lupu a Bu.utu cup she offered. "But 
to pursue and exterminate the last 
of the Tinsunchi I They are without 
heart I They will flee until the shores 
of the sea atop them I" 

"Thou art all-wise, lord," mur- 
mured Tossa. "Yet it seems to me 


e !" Tossa quailed 

hiu Alike ‘Pat,sur 


their heads again. There ar 
Tokhari — " 

"Ah. well, tomorrow 

"Nay.n 

before tte stab of his eyes, ’‘Now. 
lord, it would be nothuig fw thy 
trained legions. Tomorrow, the Tin- 
sunchi may remember some magic 
they have neglected I" 

Wan Tengri snapped his blunt 
fingers- "I care naught for their 
m^c.^ I have fathomed and used 

"Yet, once, lord, it laid thy head in 
the dust 1" 

Wan Tengri started to his feet, and 
Tossa cowered as under a lash, but 
•r brows her ^es watched 


beneatl 
him with a 

"Do you belittle my 
woman r he thundered. 

"Surely, lord, the words of thy 




"The words annoy me !" 

"Then I shall rip out my tongue I" 
Tossa flicked her small riagger from 
her girdle and thrust out her tongue 
to its keen edge, but Wan Tengri 
took the knife from her hand and 
smiled down on her in rough affec- 
tion. rumpled her golden hair, 

"Art a very small tyrant," be 
rumbled, "but thy mind is keen. 
These Tinsunchi must destroyed I" 

A gleam of satisfaction flashed in 
Tossa's eyes, to die. "Aye, my lord," 
sheened. "I shall miss you I Not to 
spend one night in my amis before 
you go upon the trail of your 

"Why. as to that — ’’ 

conqueror drives him on I You 
cannot rest until they are destroyed I" 

"And time to conquer, my lordl" 
Tossa reached up her arms to the 
thick column of his throat. "Would 
that I could tread this road of con- 
quest with thee I But it will be 
brief. Here, I will watch over thy 
throne, and guard thy privileges- Yet 


woman's Jiaulders." 

Wan Tengri squeezed those shoul- 
ders between his great bands, and her 
fafp Jilted, dusfied with triumph, 
though the cause could not show in 
her pink and white flesh, 

"To please thee, then, Tossal" 
Wan Tengri said, and drew a slow 
breath into his weary bodv. 

"Nay, lord, to please tnyself, and 
make thy throne secure lor . , . lor 
thy sons 1" 

Wan T engri roared out his laughter. 
"For this particular batch of sons." 
he shouted. "W^, lass, I mean not 
to oSend thee. Thou are a worthy 
mother of kii^. And since 1 cannot 
spend this night In thy arms — ' 


VisiMAS made some small protest 
at the order to assemble the I^ons 
lor the pursuit. "How, lord, will you 
leave a throne so newly won ?" he 
asked slowly. "A man must make 
sure of foundations." 

Wan Tengri nodded, "I am sure, 
anda," he said steadily. "Thyself, 
and thy own hundred shall guard the 
throne, and Tossa shall rule in my 
stead with the advice of thyself, and 
of my small wizard, Bourtai. But 
the blood of a conqueror drives me 
on. I cannot rest until my enemies 

Visimar^ flowered before him at the 
packed temple of the Bear, where the 
thousands of Tiusunchi gathered at 
Wan Tengri's orders, where the 
figure of the Bear bad been toppled 
in ruins to the floor. "Thy enemies, 
lord, when a throne is beneath thee, 

Wan Tengri whiried toward him. 
"What mean you, Visimarl” His 
tone was rough with menace, but 
Visimar squared his shoulders and his 
blue eyes met those of Wan Tengri 
fearlesUy. "If I speak, lord, it is 
from my heart." 

' "DitJe is a deal of this heart-talk 
going on," Wan Tengri rumbled. 
"Spe^ on I" 


neither of our race, nor of the 
Tinsunchi," Visimar began cautiously, 
and Wan Tengri beard a light step at 
his side, and Tossa moved into the 
circuit ol his aim. 

"Now. who could you mean. Lord 
Viamar ?" Tossa asked softly, and 
the blue eyes she turned on him were 
direct and full of fire. 

Wan Tengri looked down on her 
gently. "Nay, now, Tossa, it is a 
thing you must learn, not to obtrude 
in the affairs of men." 

Tossa dropped her eyes. "Yes. 
lord, my king," she whispered, yet 
delayed to send a single direct glance 

And Viamar, seeing how Wan Ten- 
gri's arm lay about the woman's 
shoulders and the smile in his eyes, 

his thought while he spoke. 

"I speak of the magicians, lord, 
«»iAi,"^e said. 

"Kill them," Wan Tengri said care- 
lessly. "Tossa, I leave you and 
Bourtai and Visimar to nde in my 
stead while I destroy my enemies. 
Visimar, for his bravery, and Bourtai 
for his wisdom, and thou, Tossa, for 
thy love and thy loyalty." 

’Tossa said ; "Yes, lord, my king," 

And Wan Tengri str^e to the 
rim of what bad been the bloody 
altar and commanded the captive 
Tinsunchi harshly, to how their heads 
and bend their Wnees to Christos, and 
Wan Tengri saw them waver and 
subside, and be grinned in bis beard, 

"There, Christos," he muttered, 
"my vow is fulfilled, and I make thee 
a new pledge. Help me, then, to 
other conquests, and other such 
lootings as this Byoko has nelded, 
and an entire continent shall bow the 
knee to thee 1 Stand by Prester John 
and I'll make thee the greatest god in 
all the world, nay, the only god in 
this world I It is a vow 1" 

Wan Tengri touched tlie bit of the 
True Cross at his throat, and it was a 
short while later that he took his 
leave of Tosso and Bourtai and Visi- 


mar in thf thtone-roora — and vi .iied 
ODt to set bimseli at tbe head ol his 
legions and march bom the conqner^ 
dtjT of Byolro, upon the trail of the 
fleeing Tinsunchi. He was scarce out- 
side the city walls when Visimar 
staggered ftcm the table at which be 
dined with Tossa and small, fierce 
Bourtai, while Thanamund hovered 
in the peripheral darkness, and Visi- 
mar cned out in a strangled voice and 
hurled at Tossa 's head the golden cup 
from which he drank. But his eye- 
«|ht was already failing, and it 
missed. And he fell, struggling with 
the death that was withinnis vitals, 
and Bourtai cackled shrilly. 

"Now that is the way to serve 
enemies, Tossa," he cried. "We will 
be freer now to rule this dty as seems 
best — for our pouches." 

Tossa leaned toward him, smiling 
sweetly though fire was in her eyes, 
"0«r pouches, Bourtai?" she asked, 

And Bourtai, staring to ti feet in 
sharp fear, heard a light step behind 
him and did not dodge in time, so that 
he fell under the stroke ol Thana- 
muud’e dagger-hill. And Thana- 
mund knelt to sht his thin throat. 

"Hold Thanamund, husband," said 
Tossa quickly. "When this great 
bumbling warrior. Prestsr John, re- 
turns to these walls, we may need 


tage. Till then, he can rot in the 
dui^ns I" Tossa rose and set her 
hands upon the narrow stripling’s 
shoulders of Thanamund, and smiled 
into his eyes, fondly, as a mother 


my brains did it," Thana- 


throne of Aosoka ) Long and happily 
may yon rule, my lord king I Oiu- 
kinmen, the Yueh-Chi. are on their 

3 from the plains, and the gates 
open to them at dawn. This 
handful of red dogs will die in their 


sleep, and then thou wilt be absolute, 
Thanamund, my lord king I" 

Thanamund moved from beneath 
her hands, and his scowl was fierce. 
"Yon did this in your own way," he 
said harshly, "but I will be king, and 

red hair, I^will slit his throat in the 

He spat out the words between his 
teeth but Tossa laughed and pulled 
his blond boy's heu down to her 
heart. And on the road of the 
Heaven-Bear, Wan Tengri strode at 
the head of his marching legions, and 
his eyes were on the darkening skies, 
and the bright wheeling of the con- 
stellations, and a little he wondered 
which of those brilliant stars was his 
own. Surely, it was rising swiftly 
now ! A conqueror, he I As he 
stared, a falling star scratched its 
brilliance across the heavens and for 
a moment. Wan Tengri was shaken. 
Then he laughed softly, and the 
ctang-ciang of sword on shield, beating 
ont the rbyt^ of his conquest, made 
a sweet music in his ears. He began 
to hum through his nose — 


Fob panic-stricken, fleeing people, 
the Tinsunchi organieed rapidW and 
well and many times Wan 'tengri 
thought that Tossa had advised well 
that they be scounrf from the earth, 
He followed them to the banks of a 
deep swift river, called Amur, and he 
harassed them down that long, wind- 
ing river to the Gulf of Tarta^ and 
the sands be fought 
il>ed out a half 


of a! 


It battle t 


\o that 


rest fled screaming into the s 

But the wise women of Tinsunchi 
had constructed rafts and curious 
boats with a log that rode beside them 
on long booms so that the could 
not overturn them, and they fled 
toward the islands of Nippon across 
the sea. And the story goes that 


SONS OF TH 
because of the tieacbeiy of Tossa. the 
women of the Tlnsoachi lost their 
ascendancy and became as slaves; 
and that through many hundreds of 
years, the men of Nippon have feared 
and fought the Bear-That-WaJks- 
Like-a-Man. 

Standing on the bloodied sands, 
Wan Tengri watched them go, and 
there was a joy and a great happiness 
in his soul. At last, the long queS 
was ended and he could turn back 
to the white walls of Byoko. Many 
cities that had harbored the fugitives 
for a night or a month, had fallen 
under the sure assauU of his veteran 
legions and he had quartered his men 
here and there about the land. For 
Wan Tengri was a conqueror— and he 
caused himself to be proclaimed raider 
the name that came hard to the lips 
of the conquered ; Prester John. 
And everywhere, as be had promised, 
the people must bow the knee to 
Christos— end yield their gold to the 
right arm of Ciristos, Prester John I 
But as be marched back toward 
fair Byoko, in the sea of Buryat, he 
found the cities had revolted against 
him and thrown off the conqwor s 
yoke, and massacred the garrisons. 
They laid ambnshes along the road 
so that -Wan Tengri lost many inen 
and won back at last to the blowing 
grasses of the sea of Buryat with a 
scant hundred left ol all the brave 
warriors who had marched with him. 
Still a caravan of horses and camels 
moved with him. heavy-laden with 
the spoils of half a continent, and 
grimly Wan Tengri promis^ a reck- 
oning with the rebellious citiK I 
Now his eyes reached out into the 
mistiness for the heat toward where 
he knew Byoko waited, secure and 
secret behind its white walls ; with 
Visimar to head the strong guard and 
Tossa to rule with Bcurtai's wisdotti. 
And probably, he would have to find 
some honor lor that lad. Thana- 
mund, who had opened the gate. A 
little Wan Tengri's lips, stem-drawn 
throi^h conquest, relaxed beneath 
his fierce beard. Aye 1 He would be 


glad to return to his throne in Byoko. 

So the caravan took the high road 
of the Heaven-Bear across the sea of 
Buryat and came, when the shadows 
of the night were drawing near, to the 
hillofthcBears. Before his burdened 
red legion. Wan Tengri rode lightly in 
the saddle and presently began to 
sing softly- It seemed to him M 
omen of fiappiness that he camped, 
this last night from his throne, upon 
the hill where he had struck the first 
blow of conquest. Yet he frowned 
a little when men with long, blond 
hair came to bow before him with 
greetinis from 

panoply worth the conqueror of half 
the world. ^ ^ 

coloring," Wan Tengri said to the 
men diortly. "Look to youi 
loyalty I” 

The men swore them fealty and 
they prostrated themselves to kiss 
the dust where Wan Tengri had trod, 
andWanTengri’s shoulders swaggered 
a little, 'niese Easterners were 
slavish dogs. Show your teeth and 
they knocked their beads in the dust. 
If the mobs of Alcjcandria could see 
him now I So Wan Tengri sat apart 
m his silken tent and watched the 
long-haired men serve the legion ; 
and did not notice when another ot 
the blond men appeared out of the 
and grass ; nor that he 

C ntly whispered orders — orders 
Tossa 1 

For this one night. Wan Tengn lelt 
himself alone and dcsobte in this far 
Eastern world he had conquered. 
He waved aside the guard that ever 
accompanied him and went to the far 
pinnaede of the hill of Bears and 
gazed out over the sea of Buroat, 
where the mist was rising milky- 
white and gleaming beneath the 
moon. Presently, when ho had 
rested a while, he would return to 
conquer these cities that had fallen 
once before him, and now had turned 
traitor to his dominanre. They should 
know the wrath of Prester John I 


UNKNOWN 


But now he was weary, and his riches 
were a heavy weight upon his 
shoulders. 


and the songs of his legion, i; 
were happy that tomonow they would 
see home, though many had left 
their bones along the long trail to 
the sea and back again. Wd, it was 
so the tale of conquest ran. To- 
morrow, he would strut in hill golden 
array, and he would be happy. But 
just tonight, he was lonely. Silence 
fell over his camp, and he thought 
that once a man cried out, living a 
battle over again in his dreams. But 
he heard nothir® more, and the 
moon turned tired and pale and old, 
and dipped toward the mists of 
Buryat. .W it was in that chill 
moment before the world turns 
toward raorning that Wan Tengri 
heard, afar ofl, the swift, hard 
pounding of a horse that traveled fcst 
along the road from Byoko I He 
lifted his great body sUMy from the 
stones to peer out along the pale 
white line of the road, and he conld 
see nothing, but the urgency ol those 
poundi^ hoofs was louder. 

Wan Tengri swore under his breath. 

senger from Tossa, he told himself, 
and yet alarm stirred within Urn. 
For it seemed to him that he could 
hear the mingled pounding of other 

hoofs in nnrs.iif. guTely, HOW, noth- 


stretched forms of his men about their 
dying fires I 

Angrily, Wan Tengri repeated his 
shout, and he began to run down the 
steep slope — and bounded into the 
midst of the camp. He whirled his 
sword and struck with its fiat the 
rump of a sleeping man, and the 
man’s body slumped over on its hex, 
but its head remained hideously 
Riming up at him in the dying light 

the camp in mad vengeance, but 
everywhere only the throat-slit bodies 
of his legion confronted him. Even 
the burdened beasts were slain — and 
the men with the long blond hair 
the men who had kissed the ground 
on which be walked, had vanished 
into the thinness of the night I 

the midst of his murdered 


Seeping camp, and be sent his great 
voice roaring before him, sounding 
the alarm. 

"To arms, my brave ones I" he 
shouted. "To arms r 

He shouted, and his deep cry went 
lonely off over the sea of Buryat, and 
there was no answering stir of the 
oainp. No guard eeho^ his shout ; 


alert. Yet he 


their sleep.Ticyond a doubt— Wan 
Tengn stood, a fawen statue of grief. 
These men had fought b^de mm. 
and well, and they had earned a 
better fate than tiiis. Tomorrow 
they would have been lords of 
Byoko, with wealth and slaves to do 
their bidding, but tonight stealthy 
death had ^pped upon them with 
^wn daMer — and the frantic hoof- 
beats of the hard-driven horse h^- 
mered amn into his consciousness. 

Wan Tengri ^ook his great shoul- 
ders and, with a single gesture ripped 
off his silken robes. The red ligk of 
the fire, reaching upward, burned 
upon his thick-thewed body, and he 
hurled the silks from him. Long 
bounds took him to his tent and, 
sword in hand, he plunged among its 
but no assassin lurked here. 
Great sobbing curses panted from 
Wan Tengri's teeth-locked jaws, A 
shirt of mail dropped over tfie naked 
arch of his shoulders, and be found 
his great bow and the full quivere of 
aiTows ; he found the helmet ol gold 
“■ horns, and the ears 


e the out- 


OF THE BEAR-GC 


imded oi 


.0 the 


•DibliDg, in the air. "Thou Ue-«st, 


ward in the pale dying light oi the 
His fierce eyes comhed the road, moon and the shadows twisted it into 
Now, surely, this was the work ol the a leer. "How, my lord?" he whis- 
captive Tmsiinchi, and it was TiKsa pered. "Who slew thy rad legion, 
that was fledng toward him 1 He unless it was the yellow-haired dogs 
could see the (ugitive horse, with a of the Yueh-Chi ? Her people, that 
small dark figure perched on its she-devil's people, that she sum- 
back, and there was no mistake now moned to serve her and to slaughter 
about the heavy hanunering of the thestout red guard youleft behind 1" 
pursuers- He could see the dark Wan Tengn’s fist fell heavUy as a 
blur of the horsemen five hundred log, and limply, to his side, and he 
paces away upon the white road, stared out toward the unseen white 
And the leading horse swung from the walls of Byoko and glimpsed the 
road, and gafloped op among the swift blond horsemen of the Yueh- 
rocks, to tumble and fall there. And Chi, A great oath tore his throat, 
the dark, small figure leaped from its "So she was false," he said thickly. 

le amODB the rocks "False, . . . Why. that is not 

T „ r,.«i 


hack and sprang 
with the agility of a monkey, and a strange, 
cracked small voice, thin with fear, women and 
in Tengri’s ears 


V her s< 


"WanTenrtI Master — OPrester 
John I It is I, Boortai, come to save 
you I Awake, for treachery is at your 

Wan Tengri swore in wonder, m 


while— but thou, my comrade." 

• • - '-ny came into h 

ly other self I M 


stanch defender 
Bouitai trembled an 
yet his beady c 


showed himself among the iieltering gaze of Wan Tengri. "My wrists 
rocks. "This way, ape-face, and show the sores of dun^n chains, he 
speak swiftly. What is tUi ' '' ’ ‘ 


Chi ar 


:h- whimperrf, "Thy eyes diall sei , 

thy sword take vengeance— if these 
lour men I” Bouftai accuised Yueh-Chi do not slice thee 
le hordes of the Yueh- to bits first 1 Lord, they are the 
kinsmen of the treacherous Tossal" 
Wan Tengri's eyes lifted fiercely 
toward the charging body of hoise 
and they were no more than ahundred 
cubits away and coming fast. And 
Wan Tengri threw back his head and 
’anghter that poured from his 


n the roclcs 


BourtaTbounded up-.. — 
and filing himself on his knees before 
Wan Tengri, and he clasped Wan 
Tengri's thighs and through his taut 
mu^es the trembling of this miser- 
able frightened man communicated 
itself to Wan Tengri's heart. 

"Speak out," he said harshly, thing. 

"What is this treachery ! My men "Ho, kinsmen of the blond hag 
are all slain in UiMT sleep I" he cried. ' 

Bourtai moaned and crouched in a greeting 1" 
smaller heap at the feet of Wan 
Tengri, “Then, we are dead men. 

Wan Tengri 1 For you were scarce 
outside the city walls when Tossa 
poisoned Viamar, and threw me into 
a dungeon cell for hostage, and set 
Thanamund upon thy 


throat was a fierce and terrible 


; thou her my 


And the great bow bent almost to 
breaking under the wrench of the cord 
of tiger gut and a long arrow snored 
into the pale darkness — and in the 
lorefront of the charge, two men 
who rode behind each other screamed 

— j and pitched, dying, to the earth. 

Tengri’s heavy fist lifted. Wan Tengri sped more arrows- Some 


UHKNOWN 


few of tlw horsemen madu the rocks 
and crouched (o loose their feeble 
bows and Wan Tengri slew their 
horses with the last of the arrows 
and afterward leaped among them. 
Tile laughter pumped from his aching 
chest, and his sword was a curved 
and glittering death. One man's 
head leaped from his sho^ders, and 
his streaming blond hair fell in two 

C s to the earth ; and another man 
i Tengri smote terribly across 
the belly, so that hus keen blade 
delayed for a moment before it 
flashed on through the severed spine. 
There remained then, but one man 
of the score who had pursued Bourtai, 
alive to flee. He turned and fled 
screaming down among the rocks 
and Wan Tengri flung his dagger 
and took the man through an out- 
stretched arm, and still the man fled. 
And Wan Tengri sent his sword 
glittering through the air, and the 


screaming. 

Wan Tengri was after him with 

f reat bounding leaps, and liis fist 
netted in the back of the man’s 
cloak, and he wrenched him from his 
feet and slammed him fiat down upon 
the hard dust of the road, so that his 
senses were knocked out of him. 
Then Wan Tengri knelt and did a 
curious thing. He sliced off the 
man's golden hair and ttsed it to 
bind the handless stumps of his 
wrists, and afterward, he threw a 
helmet full of water into the man's 
face. And the man’s eyes popped 
wide and he screamed in terror. 

"Thy life is spared," Wan Tengri 
said heavily. "Only tell me one 
thing. Whorulesin Byoko ?" Speak 
tnitii 1" 

The man's lips quavered and he 
stammered out awkvwd words in the 
langoage which Wan Teogri had 
spoken, the lanmage of Tokhari. 

"Lord," he whispered. "ItisTossa 
who rules with her husband, Thana- 


Wan Tengri sucked in a great, slow 


breath, "And what of Vlsimar, and 
of Bourtai ?" 

The man's head rolled. "Lord, be 
not angry, but I know naught of 
those. Yet stay, there was a small 
wixard in a dungeon — " 

"And of the ’Tokhari, the red- 
headed ones f" 

“We slew them, lord, under the 
orders of Tossa,” the man whispered. 
"In aB Byoko, there is no red-headed 
one living save the red-haired son of 
Tossa, the queen, whose name is 
Press-tai Wan." 

Wan Tengri stared down at the 
helpless, mutilated man for a moment 
and then be tipped back his bead and 
laughter roared from his great brazen 
throat. He helped the man to his 
feet and thrust him on the road 
toward Byoko. 

’’Go, fool," he ordwed, "and lake 
this word to Tossa. from Wan Tei^, 
her lord. From Prestcr John. Pre- 
sently. I shall come and single- 
handed, tear down the walls of 
Byoko. And when that time comes, 
she had best give good account of 
her keeping of my son 1" 


The HAN stumbled and twisted 
back a fearful face and, afterward he 
broke into a stumbling nm upon tlie 
road to Byoko, clos e d now to Presler 
John. Within its strong walls. Tossa 
was queen and her kin^en manned 
the walls — and kept the spoils of a 
rich dty. But Wan Tengri, on the 
white road to Byoko, grinned and 
threw back his head and laughed 

"Ho, she has her own torment with 
her, this Tossa," he chortled. "For 
Thanamimd knows that this I*ress-tai 
Wan is my son, end that will be 
torment enough for the two of them. 
And the day will come when I will 
raze these vmllsl" 


At bis elbow, Bourtai said dryly, 
"Will you put a name on that day ?'' 

WanTengriwhirledonhim, ‘"^y, 
thou bag of monkey bones, you will 
not live to sec it 1 I shall build a 


n Wan 


flesh, and laugh while you ho 
Bonrtu hunhered down in 
vet his sly eyes kept watch . .. 

Tengri's face. "Master,” he whined, third knlgdora you 
"I id what coid be done I I was Wan Tcni— *' 

thrown into a dungeon, and I brought beard rad n 
thee word of treachery when I could Mt. ’’ " 

Wra Tengri scowled. "More likely 

K i plotted against me. small fool- 
y wisard'sOTsdom is not so great.” 

He reached down and caurtt the 
thin mousecolored hair of ^urtai 
from his ridged skulL "Confess, you 
plotted my death with Tessa I" 

"Nay, lord—’’ 

Bourtai squealed, 
thy death, lord. I 
dungeon I" 

Wan Tengri flung the shivering 
.. . , fin d glowered 


wiline 

mck a pouch at his 
nough for toy needs, 
Bourtai, and as for thee. I cate not 
if you starve— or beg 1 And we need 
to make haste, lest these same blond 
horsemen overtake us presently." 


And they w 


lebya 


I plotted 


road, and once more 

there was the grayness of dawn before 
them, and their, laint shadows 

gathered under their feet. But 

for the Bourtai slapped a Uttle ahead, to 
twist his grinning ape’s face back 
siveriivr on his sboolder. 

"Master, did I do so ill ?" he asked 


'For there v 

Siieworkrf''on his hidden Hps. fighting' there in Bwko 

"Why vou are a treacherous small lasted: and thy magic is — 
ape, Bonrtai." he said sofUy, "rad and the women, Tc^. was a pnn^ 
hefoxe I finish scraping thy bones, ol the Yneh-Chi, And you saui, lord, 
ytrawillintdeeafuUc^ession. Yon that you liked not princesses, 
ant T^ to me." Wan Tengn grinned and stretched 

"Did she not ple^ you, lord ?" his legs so that Bourtai had t- 


laughter ^ picked Bourtai up hy 
shoulder and herded him o"*' 
rocks toward the road — but 
road toward Byoko. 


the he had know.. _ 
the there was all the world 1 
iqucr, rad tb 


For 

ore him to 

_ w...,™,. prophecy. 

""Why, a little I can forgive thee, He jingled the bag of jewels at 1^ 
wisard^' he chuckled. "And I should waist, rad his hand dapprf tte hilt 

miss thy small thieving ways. And oi the curved sword at his belt, 
it is plL that Christos is not yet "t^n I have conqt^d my 
ready for his kingdom in the east kingdor- '■b~rf..1Iv I shall 

■ >uld have taken 


thy throat long ago." 

"Master," vrtiimpeted Bonrtai. is 

there no rich loot in the camp upon you, Bourtai 
thehill?" bended 

"Not for thy filthy fingers," Wan things. 

Tengri growled, and th^ was the 
roughness oi anger in his voice. "The 

men who won it, died there because 
of it. Let it be their bier— and 
beides. the thieving scoundrels who any man in my an^ 
killed them cut the throats of all the learned many thin» and v 
caravra." conquer. I shall rule 


-jid ie^ully, '’l shall 
the walls of Byoko and Tnrgohl 
ind these long-haired princesses shali 
• ' ly kitchen. And look 

. I am not empty- 
tan^d, and I have learned some 
1 have learned how to handle 

battle. lamagreatstrategist, 

greater general than Alexander 
id Cassar, since 1 cannot only lead 
to victory, but I '* 


. outfight 




next I 


sx?, 


** UNKKOWN 

• wisehMd, Now," said Wan Tengri, through his nose, and one* h 
Ms nos* and Seld'Kitod “L*^i 

i'XJf rsf-'-r.iS'T.r; i 

cSSramav’^leK-.n^ y”’ Bourtai," he sai 

«, Vv”"’ would have liked to see th 

ttat I gave Eum no share of the loot,'’ headed son of mini. tH. ^ 
he sail. "I wai know better aboiit mn " ' ^ ^ 

h the future. It is an 

‘^ItoowVhaf"'"’ - 

smile was sly on his apish J*''” “y >««>«« of you who 

'*’erewaasomethingclose .“S ! J 

-i'i.r'S.s'S 

"'^y, sire," he said humbly, "thou 
art^-wise. You have learned great notlMaiw^‘h.ire« 

sr„L:<r:er/JXfS»,«s; 

"'mu, •Ty-i.-a sio^j ““ 

_ And Bourtai's sour face twisted 
into a wry smile. "Why as to that. 



« a tmog a conqueror must know." mar aaveot i 
Wan Tengri caught him up by the fourtseath cei 
nape of his neck. "Speak, apeling. Cardinal U| 
ere I shake it out of yoifl" MTr.vlK,.in 

*■ 

reach when Wan Tengri set him 
down. "Why, it is a ^ple thing 
masttt, for so great a man. You S° ^ kum.i wk 
need leam now only one more thine “ Kublai Kbi 

and it is a thing unknown through ,J[“ ' 

the ages. You must learn to rule 

aod to read the mind of one woman " 2^“' the Tigris 

Wan Tengri made mock of drawiiig ^ 

to word and presently he laughed ^ ^ 

loudly and a httle m irony, hut it UmT^sJ^ 

paswd and he set his eyes on the far tikk coeUn* of asnhalt SdmUmaiJ 
horizon that hid he knew not what, been able to oB^no nthi.. "f* 

“Of rared so *at it ^ve ^ battles for these, than ttat they wore uied^ta°S 

Christos, * sltare with that early aga I 

Wan Tengri hummed tunelessly yfiE eno. 


DAY OFF 

It was a swell excuse — purely fabri- 
cated, of course, but— /t wasn’t/ 

by H. L. GOLD 


Dust motes, Soacmg dreamily in 
the golden yellow sunlight outside the 
laige window, beckonM seductively 
to Morgan. A whining fan blew at 
him, and. if he wanted to, he could 
sit at his desk all day without having 
to do a thing. If the boss passed, he 
could move a lot of filled orders 

around and stare at them with sudden branch manager, 

concentration. wise. 

He knew he should be grateful lor "You know, > 
such a soft job, espraally on a 


E sthetic whenever Morgan t 
inwal to attend, or someone 
family got extremely sick, or h 
to stagger out of the office to 


hot day like this, ke admitted it was 
better than muscle work. But — 

Boy, he thought wistfully, what a 
game it will be I Both teams tied lor 
first place. Why, hell, they'll be out 
diere with murder in their hearts 1 
Every single’ll ie like a mortal stab — 

Furtivdy, Morgan pulled out the 
top drawer of bis desk and gazed at 

ead the 

gatnesT" ^ £ought, tSose sports 
writers don’t get excited over nothing 
at all. But this time, boy, you conld 
see the guy banging away at his type- 
writer practically with tremblmg 
hands 1 This was a me 

Morgan slid the drawer ba^ and ^th teams tied 
sighed. Then, more determine^, 
he folded his arms on the desk. The 
freckles on his brow slipped into 
creases ol desperate thought. Ho 


30 know, Morgan," he'd said 
me, "for a big ox like you, you 
damn fragile. I never saw a 
guy ^ve so many Qinesaes, or sick 


relatives, or funerals in his ffimily," 
"Well, you know how it is, sir," 
Morgan had explained. 

Burbank had looked closely at him. 
"I'm beginning to think I do, Morgan. 
This toothaelw you have today — it 
has nothing to do with baseball — " 
"Oh, no, sirl" Morgan protested 

then. Go to a dentist, 
t to see a filling tomorrow 1" 
IS the day Lefty U--— 


The si 


ie that 
,n demanded consider- 


He'd have to something real 
smart to get around Burbank, and at 
the same tune not gum up bis chances 
of seeing the series, hfo deaths or 
ies ; that was played out. Or 


it? 


UNKNOWN 


Anxiously, Mormn (Injmmod od 
Che desk. How about heat prostra- 
tion ? Two days ago. Lucy, the 
5T>ist. keeled over with it. Only 
Burbank got all jittery and called the 
ambulance and they carried h« oS to 
the hospital. Poor gal, she was sup- 
posed to meet her boy friend at the 
beach. The doctors wouldn't let her 
mi^o matter how inudt fuss she 

Nope, not heat prostration, nor 
toothache, stomach-ache, headache — 
Morgan pounded his desk fiercely. 
What could he think up ? He tud to 
see that game I He simply had to I 

Slowly, his shoulders straightened 
and his freckled brow cleared ; but a 
look of startled disgust remained. 
What in bcU was the matter with 
hiiri ? Why should he weaken bis 
brain thiolung up lame excuses ? 
He had a good one. 

Morgan stood up decisively and 
shoved his chair under the desk, as 
Burbank annoyingly insisted. He 
put ou a checkered sp<« jacket, one 
that made Burbank's prim teeth go on 
edge whenever he saw it, berause 
Morgan had picked it for the dash its 
pMtel yeUow-and-grecn squares made 
with his blue serge pants which had 
been salvaged from a disrarded 


With the proper ai 


itopped him. He turned, Burbank 
came up, his eyes hard and suspicious. 

"Where are you going }" Burbank 
asked, unwilling to be convinced. 

"Customer tdephoned. Tm bring- 
ing out the folios — " 

'Oh, really f You couldn't mail 
them, I suppose." 

Morgan was equal to the situalion. 
"Oh, no, sir. If she likes them" — 
"she" was a good touch : Burhank 
was nuts about getting the female 
trade— "shell buy today, Mr. Bur- 
u 1- well, she's in a hurry. 


studied the well-scrubbed, pnssy 
face ; it was slightly mcdlified ; but 
the cold suspidou hadn't left it. 
Then it stirred. Qeariy, Burbank 
had made up his mind. “Very 

Suddenly elated. Morgan turned 
the doorknob and moved to leave. 

"I’ll run you up there," Burbank 

Morgan's elation poured away, 
leaving him something like an empty 
sack : but he managed to mumble : 
"Thank you, sir." what diScrcnce 
did it malce, he thought, as they took 
the elevator down and got into Bur- 
bank’s car ; why shouldn’t he be 
polite when everything was ruined 
anyhow ? 

"Don’t think I distrust you, 
Morgan. It's just that I understand 
tem^ation. And there li a big game 
today, isn’t there ?" 

'T . . . I don’t kiujw. sir. Is 
there ?" 

"So I've heard. Well, where does 
your customer live, Morgan 
^ Mo^an swallow^ where should 

place was as good as another. But a 
crafty idea sneaked in. "Ifo near the 
Yankee Stadium. Mr. Burbank." 
Well, why not? People did live 
around there, and if be succeeded in 
getting away, he'd be right near the 
place. Smart, eh ? Morgan thought 


pression on his honest face. 

Now all he bad to do was figure out 
a way of unloading Burbank. 




bank. She 
sort of." 
"Hm-m- 


Burbank s 


"Which street 
Burbank asked. 

Morgan stared around, a trifle 
wiJdly. This was getting too dose to 
danger. He’d bera coiSdent of his 
abihty to get rid of Burbank, but 
d^n the gtra, he stuck like a leech I 
'"There," Morgan said, pointing at 
the first right hand one-way street 


y coold enter. He caJculited it as He walked ratlier confidently be- 
ve-minute walk from the stadium, side Burbank, aloi^ a red-and-blue 
'Ah i" Burbank said with gratifica- flagstone path leading tror 


s exactly the sort of walk. On both sides were squar8<ut 
trade the company's been after: het^es as high as his shomdei 

solid, respectable middle-class people, tirely 
whohavemoneytobuy.but'"-*"''^ ' 


of airplanes. Morgan, I 




n the w 


e hold 


ifraid rock 
can get thatt 
the colon 


iny lawn and 
arden. The house, thourt — 
as really impresaye : Sontnern 


Eoigan replied, broad 


"We certaMy will." 

One mis take, he confessed glumly. 
He should've picked a tenement; 
then Burbank wouldn't have been so 
tickled. But what the hell I He 
brightened. He didn't have a pros- 
pect there, and he didr" ■■■ 


gh, useless columns o 


1 the 


stood by. waiting lor him 

to ring. He did so, jabbing his 
thumb at the bell and holding it there. 
Two curtains moved, one heside the 
door, the other three windows away. 
An instant later the door slammed 
1, bald, sa 


all the same. The main faced him, glowering through pince- 


thiog, was kidding Burhank for a 


"Which bouse is it ?" Burbank 
asked eagerly. 

Morgan pointed at one near the 
corner. His action was pure reflex : 
the house stood out with great 
emphasis, brilliantly white and much 

a er than the other one-family 
dings, which were painted a 




red to his smoking 

broad black ribbon, 

'Well?" the fierce old man chal- 

"ilorgan didn't pause. He asked, 
pleasantly; "Mr. l.axarus Myopia?" 
He tbou^t that was an excellent 
name, The old man would shout 
resentment and slam the door in their 
faces, and then he'd get rid of— 
"AfajorMyopia.you sniveling whip- 
persnapper I What do you want ?" 
Mo^an 




1 the 


, if he had ex- incredulous eyes t^ng from 
. all along, and drew the i • • • — r — 

■ clambered < 




hurriedly and slammed the door. 

Morgan knew it would be a mistake to cntly. 
hesitate. He got out also. Don't 

Then what would happen ? Well, 
it would be the wrong he 
though he'd be — ‘-'■' 


-e like a 


Burirank .... 

name gratiating smile. Morgan knew what 
’ddress. So he'd fdl Burbank to was coming irext : the first principle 
• • there ; he’d make a few of selling =- *- -t • 

th^'d sold — 


calls 

just in case they knew a friend who 
wanted to buy. There. That was 
all. Easy I 

The street was Atlantic Place. He 
looked at the house number — 2623. 
0 - K., 2623 Atlantic Place. The 
name? He'd need a real dassler, one 
that couldn’t possibly be mixed up 
with any other name, bat that'd come 


ove you. Nevertheless, 

he felt we^ and unwilling to enter, 
even if Burbank did socceM in win- 
ning over the prepcstcrous old 
btuSard. Things were slipping out ol 
' ' grasp ; he was no longer captain 


e discuss the 


of hu soul and master of 

"Do you mind if we 

matter inside, sir ?" Burban, asked. 

Major Myopia hesitated. Nonsen». 
Morgan thought viciously. Major 


» UNKNOWN 

l^e nerve of the old slanders Brst. Go on, before I 
battle-ax, calling himself that? WTio- horsewhip you airl" 

j qneer his Morgan recoiled. "Why. blast vour 

stupid Me, and damn fast at that I hide, you old liar—" 

He still had one up hU Let "Stop that this instant, Morgan I" 

him try end get aroimd this one — Burbank cried, getting between them. 
-1 were inside the house. Leave He whispered : ’'Mesa up this sale and 

It to JJurbank ; where a sale was con- you're out on your ear Getthaf?" 
!raed,iie'dtaIfchimselfuiandoutof Oh, nuts, Morgan thought. Fori 


cemeo,iieatmKnimseiimanaoutof Oh, nuts, Morgan thought. Fora 
a morgue. While Burbank sat down louw baseball game I He b^ to eat 
^ conch without being And" if you think Burbank wouldn't 

invited, Morgan gaaed around. He firehim, you'venevermet aromrunv 
t^-t the least bit amazed. With a man. lie thing to do, obvioW 
wastobethTowuout,butnot— ont^e 
Myopia since he didn t know his real surface— through his own fault 
name — he expected anything. Huge ° 

animal heads, swords, guns, helmets, 

BlfBBANK had his hands behind his 
the walls. WeU why not? If Ee'd back and was slowly rockmg up and 
•een hum^ heads and crossed floor- down on his foes, an attitude*^ that 
... - «®aentl^ conveyed the threat 


Major Myopia stood’ with his 


torgan to feel. Major My- 


man What ultT’'”'' L*’® firef time Morgan ' notieea a 

'■v™,, "It L horsewhip dangling from the mantel. 

.vT Morgan began He swallowed. 

„. u . V. „ I u thank you to refer to her as 

My— Major Myopia choked to Mis. Myopia r 

Myopi* said she was 

Morgan was rnbbmg his mental interested in our product, and asked 
ped. he thought with satisfaction, folders," ^ 

Noto how ae dd crackpot gagged Burbank nodded, smilmg expan- 
pn that one ? Too much for even sively, "There, you see Major A 
^toswaUow. Come on, Morgan— simple error on 'this yoimg^l'oct 
foUow up wth a haraaker I head's part. Nothing tV^be IffS 

paused- about. Your wife win ts to buv o^ 
Maada called up and said she wanted marvelous plane that's all fan'r 
to s« our foBos. We sell the Fool- blame here??" 

^f Airpl^e, sir By actual test, "Whether I blame her or not 
whi<* can be confirmed by govern- doesn't concern you. Keep you; 
mentexperU,anaMMnbelaughtto piying nose out of this." Write 
S^is - *Bu|“one^nd^'*ve it “^tache twitching, he faced Morgan. 

see Mis, Myopia ?" 

Moi^ fell sow for him, he looked "Indeed you may hot I At least 
v*’“ ,,‘iT'en the until I find oat what this is all about ■' 
dd screwball bpsf out : "Mazda is Despite his outward appeaianci 
my wife, you in5dtm| jackanapes. Morgan'sbramwassT2rprisi^^^“ 
Md well yon know it 1'’^ He stepped It took him only an inrtSrito r^ri 
’ Agedhnsband. young wife • 
? wliv ‘^i'’ I't® S“*- s' sensitive and jeions.^would 

1 wont. lU let you finish your beUeve anything ; tell him a whopper 


Mt tossed out— everything settled. 
Get rid of Burbank. In comparison 
with this atuation, that'd be a 
cinch. Chances were, there was no 
Mrs, Myopia ; just this old maniac 
who’d K calling himself Napoleon 

— lethlng ^that would^make her 
— Burbank asked. 

ow my wile better than you 
sir. I suspect it would make her 
ch too happy. Wliat else did she 
1" His sdi-control was amaaing. 
‘If she likes our plane, a Mr. . . . 
. . . Harold Haze will arrange 




A shout of rage stopped him. "I 
thought so I Harold Hasa I I knew 
that damn cur had his eye on my 
wife I" He paused, strangling with 
emotion; thenrushedon in ahoarse, 
melodrainatic whisper: "But i’ll 
wreck his game, you can wager. 
They'll not escape me. Do you know 
why ?■■ He eyed them, waiting for 
an answer. ' Of course, you don't. 
■Weil, I have her locked in the dining 
room. She can't get out, and he 
can't get in. And neither can you. 
Now get the devil out of here, you 
blasted batteners on misery 1" 

"I'm sure you're mistaken — " Bar- 
bank protested. 

"Out, you fool ghouls I" 

"But your wife wouldn't — " 

Major Myopia snatched the horse- 
whip and advanced. "I dxagjged her 
from England just to avoid that 
sneaking Lothario, that — that Harold 
Hose! ,\nd here he comes popping up 
again and you think she wouldn't ! 
Get out of here I Try to reach her and 
I'll kill you with my naked bands." 

Moigan opened the door before 
BurbaM arrived there. Just before 
he slammed it on his infuriated host, 
he believed he heard something that 
could have been nothing but the 
sobbing of a soprano. However, a 
blur of kgs streaking down the walk 
to the other side of the car seemed 
more important. With Burbank 
dose behind, he diased it. 


"What the hell's the idea?" he 
yelled. "Are you in on it, too ?" 

A fair-haired young man, dean 
shaven, with a large dimpled chin, 
and the conventional wide shoulders 
and slender waist and flanks of a 
hero, drew himself up to his full 
imposing height, "Discretion, my 
dear chap," he said in a musical 
baritone. "If the ancient blighter 
knew I was here, he'd only make 
poor Mazda suffer like the veiy deuce. 
But, 1 say, you two must fielp us. 
You can, you know. 1 shall pay you 
well, have no fear." 

"Oh. go away," Morgan said. 
Burbank, though, was higlil^ in- 
terested. Oearly, a promotional 
scheme agitated his mtifuUy eager 
mind. "What is this all about , Mr — " 
"Haze. Harold Haze. Judging 
from what I heard at the door, you 
know rather a good deal about Mazda 

nothing at all to do with my vaS^love 

"Hasn't it ?" Burbank asked. 
"NottbesUghtest." Hazedeclared 
eamesGy. "Myopia doesn't know it. 
but the fact is. that when the pater 
moves on, I shall inherit quite a bit 
than he bas, So the filthy lucre 
I't enter into it." He paused, 
a pleading look came over his 
some, honest features. "Really, 
- must help us. You seem a pair 
decent-enough chaps. No doubt 




! been 




women who unfortunately happen to 
be married to other men, generally 
bounders. I tell you, sir, Major 
Myopia is an unmitigated cad. He 


wouldn't ask a farthing alimony. 

"Well, what choice have we ?" He 
smikd faintly. "That was why we 
planned on escaping him in one of 
your amazing airplanes. Neither of 
us can manage the more technical 
ones, but if yours is so sim|)le as tlie 


UNKNWX 


"Help me steal poor Mazda oi 
the bouse and sell us a plane at 
rather uncomplicated map." 

If all this, Motgati h; 


"Yeah," Morgau grumbled, "aud 
I Mt the hell out of here." 

Burbinl: said in a hard undertone ; 
"One false move and you're canned. 
Go thrtragli with it and I'll see you 
get a raise. Now what do you say }" 
The latter was only slifhtly more 
attractive to Morgan. IfeknewHaae 
and Myopia for the madmen they 
But he realized that 


shifting about uneasdy. When Bur- .ic mat wnan 

manfnlly hermc Haze rapped furtively on the 
Md dKlared ; 0. K., count _m in/' Window, there would be no nply. nod 
• Cut it then ev^hine would be over with. 


then ev^hing would be ova with. 
So he nodded. In any case, events 
iuddenly developing with a 

J 1 qJ jpj^_ 

ind tapped. * 


, boas. This,. , , 

Burbank drew him aside. "Don't 
be a fool," he whispered. "ThislI 

we fi» i> plane— and stantly. a lovely face pressed gainst 
we fix t so Myopia chases fhem, The the window ; when it ^ught Sht of 

^ *■' ‘ *‘“P''S twisted it most bec^gly, 

arid the wide violet eyes dimme^d 
loolproof , now theyll see anybody mistily, 

,C«t theidea Haze made several mute gestures 

that the beautiful woman apparently 
idcrstood, for she did the 


"Yeah, But . „„ 

Mazda, and this Irird nrejust afot— 
Burbank shoved him into tlie n 
and said to Harold Haze : "Leave 


open veiy quietly. "Harald I" she 




Y"?“^'*‘A"8iug°n the outside "Rkhtol" she said.^Look^out 
u halfway below?' And, smiling tenderly, she 
the Work •".! rtoppri. Out of s^g her siceic legs ovet the sill and 
herself into Harold's grasp, 


.. -le block 

sight of Myopia's house.' Thmi vov 
rautiously. though it happened to be 
bright daylight, they moved secretly 
across the lawns, darting from bush 
to hetke and squeezing aiong walls, 
until they were back at the Mvonia 
stronghold. ' 

In the shadow of „„ 

tected by an overhanging windor .... 
Burbank gestured up. "Remember 
seeing the curtain move he asked 
MorgM. I guess thaf.s where he 
has his wife locked in. Y'ou're a big 
^y, Mr. Haze. Reach up and tap on 
the window," 

A Ught dawned In Harold Haze's 
frank blue eyes. "I say," he whis- 
pOTd con.'.piratoiially, "a capital idea. 
Well hoist her down, what r' 


firm but gentle. They 
COOK a momant for a soft kiss ; then 
she asked bravely ; "Now what do 
we do ?’■ 

"We leave cvciything to these 
splendid fellows,” Haze said, 
p^ "Trust me." Burbank stoted. 
"Just walk out to the sidewalk as if 
nothing is happening,” 

Though they were all engaged in 
struggling through ' ■ 


s if he 


foigan c , 

rere accidentally going the sa. 

lut a loud ctaah of glass startled hi... 
lorbank, of coarse, had heaved a 
5ck through the glass fan above the 
oor, which dung open immediately, 
rom his safe position on the side- 


DAV 


wal*. h« tbiuiibed h 


"My word," Haze said with diVi- 
pliced irsnzy, "I don’t understand." 

"Just a gesture," Burba^ ex- 
plained, and refused to be shoved 
into a run. He marched very slowjy, 
with great dignity, toward his car ; 
w h ich, as Morgan noted by turning 
Ids bead exdtediy, gave hlyopia an 
opportunity to drag his chauffeur 
out of the house and into a car parked 

Only then did Burbank icaease bis 
pace. He helped the fleeing couple 
into the rear, settled himselt behind 
the wheel, and waited for Morgan to 
slam the door, By the time he got 
tlie gears into nrst and crawled 
towaro the comer, the major's car 
had whipped out of the driveway and 
after them. 

"That was a devlish bit of reckless- 
ness," Mrs. Myopia said restiainedly. 
"It may cost us the game. Simpson 
is an awfully good dnver." 

"Rot. my dear. Tlus is native 
terrain to our Galahads. We've 
twenty lengths on the bounder, and 
you may wager we'll increase the 
advantage— shan’t we, old thing?" 

"Yon bet," Burbank said lieer- 
fuUy ; but Morgan could detect no 
sign of a mad race. The branch 
manager kept at a pretty set distance 
from their pursuers, who 'seemed 
equally intent on not breaking the 
speed laws. 

Mrs. Myopia said : "Silly, out 
talking so freely to you without ah 


introduc 


t you a 


awlully der^t, don't you know; 
and I amid like awfully to know if 

you in a plane, 

He can’t get you then, can he 7 " 
Mrs. Myopia shook her head firmly 
and Haze said: "I say, that’s 
dashedly clever. Wasn't that your 
idea. Mazda, old gill 7 How on earth 
did they know about it ?" 

"We sell the Foolproofs, sir." 
"Isay, how silly of me. Of course I 
Have you any advertising matter ?” 


"Moigan t" Burbank said in a 
commanding tone; and Morgan drew 
out a set of folios which be banded 
back to the couple. He was past 
wonying about the baseball game. 
By this time they were out of the 
Bronx and well on the way to New 
Rochelle ; at regular intervals they 
passed huge arrows reading : 

KIOLPROOF FACTORV 
AND AIRPORT 


And so on, until they were lea 
than five miles away from it. Mean- 
while, Haze and Myopia were 
highly interested in the photographs 
and cross sections. 

"This duo-seater runabout seems 
just the thing," she said, 

Morgan explained ; "Cruiane 
range, 1,000 miles. Cruising speerJi 

"It does look attractive," Haze 
said. "But it’s not at all cozy, if you 

say the seats aren't together." 

"But it's very reasonable, Hatold. " 

Bui'bank interjected; "This is no 
time to think about expense." 

"Qinte," Haze agreed. ” As you 
Americans say, nnts concerning the 
cost, I say, rather slangy, wnat ? 
I much prefer the cabin cruiser," 

"It dots have hot and cold running 
water," Mazda admitted, "and that's 
quite tempting, besides ample room 
to pace about in." 

"Cnusing range, 2,000. Cruising 
speed, 250," Morgan stated. The 
game must be abwt half over, He 
couldn't get back in time, anyhow. 

Haze said : "The price Is $L,500 
delivered, complete. How much 
would that be in money ? Til have 
to write a draft on the Bank of 

"Tm simply awful in math, also," 
Mazda giggled. "At five dollars to 
the pound-^r is it five pounds to the 


UNKNOWN 


■'Five pounds," Haze said de- 
cisively. ’'£7,500. what ?" 

Burbank choked and involuntarily 
stepped on the gas. "Make it an 
even £1,500," he gagged. "I'll make 
it square with the office." 


This transaction in high finance, 
which Haze completed by filling out 
a check and pasnng it to Burbank, 
didn't conceni Morgan. He was 

E atified to note that Myopia's car 
d fallen back quite a distance. 
He had no great love for Haze or 
Mrs. Myopia ; but his distaste for 
the major was considerahly more 
vital. He knew there would be 
violence if they met, 

Burbank increased the gap be- 




anted til 


His w 


iforgan, he 
largain with Myopia 
newspaper photo- 


and get soi 
gmphers on I 
didn’t matter to Morgan, as long 
as the horsewhip remained far enough 
behind. 

They entered the outskirts of New 
Rochelle at a fast clip. Myopia was 
out of sight, but with all the rigns 
pointing toward their destination he 
couldn't lose his way. 

Myopia said. "But what is that 
homd factory marring the land- 

"Oor plant and aiiport, ma'am," 
Burbank said with pride. 

She grew less exacting. "Oh, is it ? 
On close view, it's really nice." 

"Awfully nice," Haze added. 

And, indeed, it was scmrsly un- 
pleasant, as they saw upon riding into 
the gardenlike airport between the 
horseshoe of factoiy and assembling 
plant, with the neat hangar, loading 
platfonn and railroad spur between. 

Morgan followed them into the 
freight manager's office. The quick- 
ness with which Burbank slit red 
tape was almost enough to command 
his respect, A bill of sale was made 


tour of inspection. For a while 
Morgan feared Myopia would catch 
up ; Mazda wanted a white plane 
sprayed violet to match her lovely 
eyes ; Haze was willing ; but Bur- 
bank convinced them the delay 
would be fatal, Morgan approved 
the word. 

With more than his custo 
ingness to work, Morgan ht 
the white cabin cruiser outu me 
and stood by while Burbank 
plained the remarkably simple ' 




"I say," the heroic but somewhat 
charming young man said through the 
control cabin window, "you've been 
fearfully decent about all this, I do 
hope you don't get into a frightful 
row with your company about the 
price. If you do, wnte to us in . . . 
uh . . . \^'alla Walla, Silly, what ? 
But Mazda and I've always been 
awfully keen on seeing the place. 
Cheerio, old things I" 

"Pip, pip, you darlhiK." Mrs. 
Myopia cn^ restiainedly, blowing a 
springly kiss, "Tbanl» most aw- 

Burbank waved the bank draft : 
Morgan waved with both hands, but 
with more emphasis, as if he were 
pushing them away. Just as Myopia's 
car came racing across the airport, 
the plane be^an a subdued roar. Its 
efficient Icvitators, which were the 
main factor in making it completely 
foolprooi, dragged it up into the air, 
where it leveled oft and darted away. 

Gun in band. Myopia burst out of 
his car and fired one futile shot at the 
disappearing plane, 

"Gel me one of your blasted air- 
planes 1" be roared "Double tinwl" 
Burbank recoiled from the gun, but 
the major wasn't aiming at him. He 
seemed to have mistaken Morgan for 
the one m authority, Morgan was too 
cold, suddenly, to move from the 
black gaping iiole of the gun. 

"I'm sorry, sir," Burbank said, 
very politely, "We haven't another 
plane ready at the moment. If 
you'd care to wait — " And he began 


edgi:^ toward the office, where he 
iniagiiied he could telephone for 
pbotogiapbera. 

Myopia, however, had stuffed the 
gun under his left armpit, He 
snatched out a checkbook and foun- 
tain pen, and began scrawling. 
"How much ?" he barked- 

"Ub — fifteen hundred dollars, sir," 
Burbank said, 

"Fourteen hundred, not a farthmg 
more." the major snapped in tus 
military voice, which nonody seemed 
able to contradict, particularly when 
he threw the che^ at Burbank and 
resumed menacing them with the 

^You," he said to Morgm, pointing 
the barrel vwlhout the slightest sign 
of senile shakicess, "get into that 
blue airplane and guide it." 

Morgan, on the other hand, young 
as he was, did shake. "It’s very easy 
to operate, sir. I'll show you how."' 

■■you’ll do nothing of the sort, you 
jackanapes. You’ll cun it for me. 
Now get inside and lememher this 
scientific cuiioaty stuck in your 

"I . , , I don't think I will, sir." 

Events were getting out of Bur- 
bank’s control. Somfliow he man- 
ned to shout 1 "But this isn’t right, 
major. You’re upsetting every- 
thiiig." 

"You, sir, may go to heM — on the 
trot I" And he fired a buDet at 
Burbank’s feet. The divot it blasted 
out of the ground did little to calm 
Morgan’s nerves. He seemed unable 
to argue. 


The Major helped Mor^in into 
tbe^lot’s seat and stood beside him, 
witii ^e gun still nuraling affection- 
ately against his back. Moi^an 
looked up at the reddish, domineering 
face. He distinctly lacked admira- 
tion for the fierce white mustache ; 
but that was not what impelled him 
to taxi the plane out of the hangar. 
Major Myopia's pockets, he ob- 
served, were sinister bulges. 


Consequently, he pressed the but- 
ton that levitated the airplane. At 
seven hundred feet he leveled oS and 
scooted after his quairy. 

"If they escape," Myopia said in 
his usual conversational bellow, "you 
may blasted well say your daded 

^ "^ut it's a white plane, and it has a 

big head start — " Morgan said. 

"Hahr was all the major per- 
mitted himself to answer. Given a 
few moments to ponder it, Morgan 
found it sufficient. He gunned the 

S iane to its Capacity speed — three 
fty m.p.h. At that rate it wouldn't 
be long. 

It wasn't that Morgan lacked a 
heart. Under more normal, and 
ssder, circomstances, he would have 
lootd for Mazda and Harold all the 
way. But the day had been dis- 
appointing : no baseball game, no 
easy afternoon in the office, no 
chance to pass a little time with the 
new typist and get her to invite him 
up to her house for supper. 

Added to that was the unmusing 
rigidity of the gun stabbing him. 

He was unhappy, and it was a 
choice between their lives and his. 
Not even that. Myopia wouldn't be 
able to do anything if they managed 
to catch the other plane ; but he 
certainly could inconvenience Mor- 
gan, if only by accident. 

Besides — 

"You know." he said equally, "I 
don't believe you really exist." 

Major Myopia went purple, but his 

eyes were disdplinedly worried. "Eh, 

what’s that, you . . . you blighter ? 
Don’t exist, Jon’t I 

Faced by the uncompromising stiff- 
ness of the gun, Morgan felt less 
certain of bis strategy. But he had 
nothing to lose. Myopia would 
think a few times before killing his 
^fot^rince he couldn't run the plane 

And there wre factors in the 
question : "Nope," Morgan said. 
"I thought yon up. Nowl'mgetting 


tii^ ot this screwball stufl. Beat at tbe other plane beneath. At that 
. . moment, Morgan flipped his plane 

Myopia wavered. Looking up, aade, and the expWn, w^hich 
Morgan decided that that was the Morgan had to admit was real 
proper term. He absolutely did enowh, took place in empty air. 

“ j 'Tnat’3enough."hesaidoininoosly. 

nebulous around the edges. But he He reaiied around and snatched the 
'n?,®, formidable front. gun out of Myopia's hand. "Now, 

a* W J“™P or disappear. That door slides 

heroared. The gun in his hand, open." 
mod^afly did not grow any ^t^. Myopia stared pathetically at the 
He resumrf ha farmer sohdity. musale, then at tlie ground & below 
Th^iOT, Morgan tot driving for- "We’re , . . we're so confoundedly 
ward at his tremendous speed with- high," he bleated 

^ "Take your pick," Morgan said 

Iheretheyml Myopia cned. coldly, waving the gun. 

Against the blue sky the white "1 deuced well think I’d prefer 
^^ewas tosee Mmgan knew vanishing,"Myopiareplied,beco^ 
cou^t match his expert exceedingly misty, ^ 

piloting. He climbed ; then nosed AmomratlatwMorgansataionain 

- ■ stee^, swift angle. In thecabin. The other plan. 


"Hey I" 


fled 


more experiencM bonds the ^ 
plane coidd have escaped, by s« 
ing, looping in an Immeimann 

heading ofi at top speed in the when there was no reply, "in f^t“ 

oppMitedirKlioD.orgToundingitseK. nobody sat at the SStrols, He 
It 4d nothing, however, except followed it for a short distance not 
cononue its suiadal forward flight ; quite clear what to do : and then 
Mot^n hrf no difficulty m Ihiandoned it. hoping its assorted 
throttiing down toa matchlM speed, foolproof gadgets could keep it dear 
keeping it well below and to the of treeswhenit raaoulof gas. 

• 1 , - He wondered good-natured^, wliat 

Myopia went into instant action, Buibank'.s precious bank drafts would 
He ^t have planto it well in look Uke, and whether there would 
^yan«. He smashed the wmdow, actuaiiybeaholeintheianabovelhe 
be^ too impetuous to operate the door on Atlantic PUce. Or. did the 
^tent foolproof lever, and jabbed house exist ? 
his hand in a pocket u did. but it had been occupied for 

Morgan shrank back when he several years by a Mr. and Mrs. 
puflM out a hand gren^. Ripping Aaron Cohen, who could never under- 
horsdike stand how the glass fan bad become 
teeth. Myopia dropped it carefully smashed 




